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ACCOUNT 



OF THE 



UFE OF H. K. WHITE. 



It fell to my lot to publish, with the assistance of my 
^friend Mr, Cottle, the first collected edition of the works 
of Chatterton, in whose history I felt a more than ordi- 
nary interest, as being a native of the same city, familiar 
firom my diildhood with those great objects of art and 
nature by which he had been so deeply impressed, and 
devoted firom my childhood with the same ardour to the 
same pursuits. It is now my fortune to lay before the 
world some account of one whose early death is not less 
to be lamented as a loss to English literature, and whose 
virtues were as admirable as his genius. In the present 
instance there is nothing to be recorded, but what is 
honourable to himself and to the age in which he lived ; 
little to be regretted, but that one so ripe for heaven 
should so soon have been removed from the world. 

Henry Kirke White, the second son of John and 
Mary White, was born in Nottingham, March 2iflt 
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1785- His father is a butcher; his mother, whose 
maiden name was Neville, is of a respectable StaiFord- 
shu*e family. 

From the years of three till five, Henry learnt to 
read at the school of Mrs. Garrington; whose name, 
unimportant as it may appear, is mentioned because she 
had the good sense, to percdve his extraordinary capa- 
city, and spoke of what it promised with confidence. 
She was an excellent woman, and he describes her with 
affection in his po^n- upon Childhoed. At a very ^rly 
age his love of reading was decidedly manifested ; k Waa 
a passioti to which every thing dse gave way. ^^ I could 
fancy," says his eldest sister, ^^ I see him in his little chair, 
with a large book upon his knee^ and my mother calling, 
< Henry, my love> come to dinner;' which was repeated 
so often without being regarded, that she was obliged to 
diange the tone of her voice before she could rouse 
him." When he was about seven, he would creep un- 
perceived into the kitchen, to teach the servant to read 
and write; and he continued this for some time be£>re it 
was discovered that he had been thus laudably employed. 
He wrote a tale of a Swiss emigrant, which was probably 
his first composition, and gave it to this servairi;, being 
ashamed to shew it to his mother. The consciousness of 
genius is always at first accompanied with this diffidence ; 
it is a sacred solitary feeling. No forward child, how- 
ever extraordinary the promise of his childhood, ever 
produced any thing truly great. 



When Henry was about six, he was placed under the 
Rer» John Blanchard, who kept, at that time, the best 
school in Nottingham. Here he learnt writing, arith* 
m^Ct and French. When he was about eleven, he one 
day wrote a s^arate theme for every boy in his elass, 
which consisted of about twelve or fourteen. The master 
said he had never known them write so well upon any 
sabjec5t before, and could not refrain from expressing his 
astonishment of the* excellence of Henry^s* It was consi- 
dered 9M a great thing for hint to be at so good a school, 
yel there were some circumstances which rendered it less 
advantageous to him than it might have been. Mrs. 
White had not yet overcome her husband's intention of 
breeding him up to his own business: and by an arrange- 
ment which took up too much of his time, and would 
have crushed his spirit, if that *^ mounting spirit" could 
have been crushed, one whole day in the week, and his 
leisure hours on the others, were employed in carrying the 
butcher's basket. Some differences at length arose b^ 
tween his father and Mr. Blanchard, in consequence of 
which Henry was removed. 

One of the ushers, when he came to receive the money 
due for tuition, took the opportunity of informing Mrs. 
White what an incorrigible son she had, and that it was 
impossible to make the lad do any thing. This informa- 
tion made his friends very uneasy; they were dispirited 
about him ; and had they relied wholly upon this report, 
the stupidity or malice of this man would have blasted 
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Henry's progress for ever. He was, however, placed 
under the care of a Mr. Shipley, who soon discovered 
that he was a boy of quick perception, and very admip- 
able talents; and came with joy, like a good man, to re» 
lieve the anxiety and painful suspicions of his &mily» 

While his school-masters were complaining that they 
could make nothing of him, he discovered what Nature 
had made him, and wrote satires upon them. These pieces 
were never shown to any, except his most particular 
friends, who s^y that they were pointed and severe. They 
are enumerated in the table of contents to one of his 
manuscript volumes, under the title of School-Lampoons; 
but, as was to be expected, he had cut the leaves out, and 
destroyed them. 

One of fais poems written at this tim^ and undar these 
feelings, is preserved. 



ON BEING CONFINED TO SCHOOL 

Onepkasani Morning in Springs 



Written at the Age of Thi^een. 



The mormng sun's enchanting rays 
Now call forth every songster's praise; 
Now the lark, with upward flight, 
Gayly ushers in the light; 
While wildly warbling from each tree,P 
The birds sing songs to Liberty. 

But for me no songster sings. 
For me no joyous lark up-springs; 
For I, confined in gloomy school. 
Must own the pedant's iron rule. 
And, far from sylvan shades and bowers. 
In durance vile must pass the hours; 
There con the scholiast's dreary lines. 
Where no bright ray of genius shines. 
And close to rugged learning cling. 
While laughs around the jocund spring. 

How gM^y would my soul forego 
All that arithmeticians know. 
Or stiff grammarians quaintly teach. 
Or all that industry can reach, 
To taste each mom of all the joys 
That with the laughing sun arise ; 
And unconstrain'd to rove along 
The bushy brakes and glens among;. 
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And woo the muse's gentle power^ 
In unfrequented rural bower ! 
&ut> ah 1 s\i€h heaTen-approeching joys 
Wm never greet my longing eyes ; 
Still ^1 they cheat in Vision fine. 
Yet never but in fancy shine. ^ 

Oh, that I were the little wren 
That shrilly chirps from yondor glen I 
Oh, far away I thto would rove, 
To some secluded bushy grove ; 
There hop and sing with careless glee, 
Hop and sing at liberty ; 
And till death should stop my lays^ 
Flu* from men would spend my days. 

About this time his mother was induced, by the advice 
of several friends, to open a Ladies* Boarding and Day 
School in Nottingham, her eldest daughter having pre- 
viously been a teacher in one for some time. In this she 
succeeded beyond her most sanguine expectations, and 
Henry's home comforts were thus materially increased, 
though it was still out of the power of his family to give 
him that education and direction in life which his talents 
deserved and requured. 

It was now determined to breed him up to the hosiery 
trade, the staple manu&cture of his native place, and at 
the age of fourteen he was placed in a 9tocking-Ioom, 
with the view, at some fattkte period, of getting a situation 
in a hosier's warehouse. During the time that he was thus 
employed, he might be said to be truly unhappy ; he went 



to hh work vnAi evident reluctances arid could not r»» 
£raiin ttom sometimes hinting his es^treme aversion to it : 
but the circumstances of his family obliged them to turn 
a deaf ear *• His mother, however, secretly felt that he 



* His temper and tone of mind at this period^ when he was in his 
fourteenth year, are displayed in this extract from an Address to 
Contemplation. 

Thee do I own, the prompter of my joys, 
The soother of my cares, inspiring peace ; 
And I will ne'er forsake thee. — Men may rave, 
And olame and censure me, that I don't tie 
My ey'ry thought down to the desk, and spend 
The morning of my life in adding figures 
With accurate monotony; that so 
The good things of the world may be my lot, 
And I might taste the blessedness of wealth : 
But, oh ! I was not made for money-getting; 
For me no much-rejected plum awaits. 
Nor civi^ honour, envied — For as still 
I tried to cast with school d^cterity 
The interesting sums, axy vagrant thoi^ts 
Would quick revert to many a woodland haunt. 
Which fond remembrfuice eherish'd, and tjbe pen 
Dropt from my senseless fingers as I pictuPd, 
In my mind's eye, bow on the shores of Trent 
I erei4ttle wandered with my early friends 
In social iubtercourse. And thea I'd think 
How contrary purapks hai thrawn ^s wide. 
One from the pth^, scfittePd^'er the globe; 
They were set down with sober steadiness. 
Each to his occupation. I alcme, 
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was worthy of better things, to her he spoke more 
openly : he could not bear, he said, the thought of 



A wayward youth, misled by Fancy's vagaries^ 

Remained unsettled, insecure, and veering 

With ev*ry wind to ev'ry point o' th' compass. 

Yes, in the counting house I could indulge 

In fits of close abstraction ; yea, amid 

The busy bustling crowds could meditate. 

And send 'my thoughts ten thousand leagues away 

Beyond the Atlantic, resting on my friend. 

Aye, Contemplation, ev'n in earliest youth 

I woo*d thy heavenly influence ! I would walk 

A weary way when all my toils were done. 

To lay mysdlf at night in some lone wood, 

And hear the sweet song of the nightingale. 

Oh, those were times of happiness, and still 

To memory doubly dear ; for growing years 

Had not then taught me man was made to mourn ; 

And a short hour of solitary pleasure. 

Stolen from sleep, was ample recompence 

For all the hateful bustles of the day. 

My op'ning mind was ductile then, and plastic, 

And soo;il the marks of care were worn away. 

While I was sway'd by every novel impulse. 

Yielding to all the fandes of the hour. 

But it has now assum'd its character ; 

Mark'd by strong lineaments, its haughty tone, 

Like the firm oak, would sooner break than bend. 

Yet still, oh. Contemplation ! I do love 

To indulge thy solemn musings ; still the same 

With' thee alone I know to melt and weep. 

In the« alone delighting. Why along^ 



spending seven years of his life in shining and feeding 
up stockings; he wanted something to occupy his brainy 
and he should be wretched if he continued longer at this 
trade, or indeed in any thing except one of the learned 
professions. Hiese frequent complaints, after a year's 
application, or rather misapplication, (as his brother says,) 
at the loom, convinced her that he had a mind destined 
for nobler pursuits. To one so situated, and with no- 
thing but his own talents and exertions to depend upon, 
the Law seemed to be the only practicable line. His 
affectionate and excellent mother made every possible 
effort to effect his wishes, his father being very averse to 
the plan, and at length, after overcoming a variety of 
obstacles, he was fixed in the office of Messrs CqIdhMi 
and Enfield, attomies and town-clerks of Nottingham* 
As no premium could be given with him, he was engaged 
to serve two years before he was articled, sO that, though 
he entered this office when he was fifiieen, he was not ar- 
tided till the commencement of the year i ion. 

On his thus entering the law, it was recommended to 



The dusky tract of commerce should I toil, 
When, with an easy competence content, 
I can alone be happy; where with thee 
I may enjoy the loveliness of Nature^ 
And loose the wings of Fancy ! — Thus alontf 
Can I partake of happiness on earth ; 
And to be happy here is man's chief end^ 
For to be happy he must needs be good« 
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him by his employers, that he should endeavour to ob- 
tain some knowledge of Latin. He had now only the 
little time which an attorney's oflRce, in very extensore 
practice, afforded; but great things may be done in 
<< those honrs of leisure which even the busiest may 
Csreate,'' * and ^to his ardent mind no obstacles were too 
discouraging. He received some instruction in the first 
rudiments of this language, from a person who then re- 
sided at Nottingham imder a feigned name, but was soon 
obliged to leave it, to elude the search of govemmetrt, 
who were then seeking to secure him. Henry discovered 
him to be Mr. Cormick, from a print affixed to a con- 
tinuation of Hume and Smollett, and published, with 
heir liistories, by Cooke. He is, I believe, the same 
perscm who wrote a life of Burke. If be received any 
other assistance it was very trifling; yet, in the course of 
ten months, he enabled himself to read Horace with 
tolerable fiuulity, and had made some progress in Qteek^ 
which indeed he began first. He used to exercise him« 
«elf in declining the Greek nouns and verbs as he was 
going to and fi'om the ofiice, so valuable was time be- 
come to him. From this time he contracted a habit of 
employing his mind in study during his walks, which he 
continued to the end of bis life. 

He now became almost estranged firom his fiunily, 
even at his meals he would be reading, and his evenings 



* Turner's Preface to the History of the Anglo4$aKOi». 
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were entirely devoted to intellectual improvement. He 
had a little room given him, which was called his ftudy, 
and here his milk supper was taken up to him ; for, to 
avoid any loss of time, he refused to sup with his &mily^ 
though earnestly entreated so to do, as his mother already 
began to dread the effects of this severe and unremit-* 
ting application. The law was his first pursuit, to which 
his papers show he had applied himself with such 
industry, as to make it wonderful that he could have 
found time, busied as his days were, for any thing dse. 
Greek and Latin were the next objects : at the same time 
he made himself a tolerable Italian scholar, and acquired 
some knowledge both of the Spanish and Portugueze. 
His medical firiends say that the knowledge he had ob* 
tained of chemistry was very respectable. Astronomy 
and <dectricity were among his studies : some attention he 
paid to drawing, in which it is probable he would have 
excdled. He was passionately fond of music, and couid 
play very pleasingly by ear on the piano-forte, composing 
the bass to the air he was playing; but this ppopeniity 
he checked, lest it might interfere with more importaiut 
otgects. He had a turn for mechanics, asxd all the Biting/a^ 
up of his study were the work of his own hands. 

At a very ettrly agey indeed' soon afler he was takeB 
from sdiool, jienry was ambitious ci being admitted a 
member of a literary Sodety then existing in Notting- 
ham, but was objected to on account of his youth : after 
repeated attempts, and riq)eated fiulures, he succeeded in 
im wish, through the exertions of some of Ms firioids, and 
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was elected* In a very short time, to the great surprise 
of the society, he proposed to give them a lecture, and 
they, probably from curiosity^ acceded to the proposal. 
The next evening they assembled: he lectured upon 
Genius, and spoke extempore for above two hours, in 
such a manner, that he received the unanimous thanks of 
the society, and they elected this young Roscius of ora^ 
tory their Professor of Literature. There are certain 
courts at Nottingham, in which it is necessary for an at- 
torney to plead; and he wished to qualify himself for an 
eloquent q)eaker as well as a sound lawyer. 

With the profession in which he was placed, he was 
well pleasfsd, and suffered no pursuit, numerous as his 
pursuits were, to interfere in the slightest degree with its 
duties. Yet he soon began to have higher aspirations 
and to cast a wistful eye toward the universities, with 
little hope of ever attaining their important advantages^ 
yet probably not without some hope, however faint. 
There was at this time a magazine in publication, called 
the Monthly Preceptor, which proposed prize themes for 
boys and girls to write upon ; and which was encouraged 
by many school-masters, some of whom, for their own 
credit, and that of the important institutions in which 
they were placed, should have known better than to en- 
courage it. But in schools, and in all practical systems of 
education, emulation is made the main-spring, as if there 
were not enough of the leaven of disquietude in our 
natures, without inoculating it with this dilutement-— this 
vaccine virus of envy. True it is, that we need encour 
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lagement in youth ; that though our vices spring up and 
thrive in shade and darkness, like poisonous fungi, our 
better powers require light and air; and that praise is 
the sunshine, without which genius will wither, fade, and 
die; or rather in search of which, like a plant that is de- 
barred from it, will push forth in contortions and defor- 
mity. But such practices as that of- writing for public 
prizes, of publicly declaiming, and of enacting plays before 
the neighbouring gentry, teach boys to look for applause 
instead of being satisfied with approbation, and foster in 
Aem that vanity which needs no such cherishing. This 
is administering stimulants to the heart, ihstead of 
** feeding it with food convenient for it ;" and the effect 
of such stimulants is to dwarf the huiAan mind, as lap-dogs 
are said to be stopt in their growth by being dosed with 
gin. Thnsjbrced, it becomes like the sapling which shoots 
up when it should be striking its roots &r and deep, and 
which therefore never attains to more than a sapUng^s 
size. 

To Henry, however, the opportunity of distinguishing 
himself, even in the Juvenile Library, was useful : if he 
liad acted with a man's foresight, he could not have done 
more wisely than by aiming at every distinction within 
his little sphere. At the age of fifteen, he gained a silver 
medal for a translation from Horace; and the following 
year a pair of twelve-inch globes, for an imaginary Tour 
from London to Edinburgh. He determined upon 
trying for this prize one evening when at tea with his 
family, and at supper he read to them his performance. 
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to which seven pages were granted in the magazine, 
though they had limited the allowance of room to three. 
Shortly afterwards he won several books for exercises on 
different subjects. Such honours were of great importance 
to him ; they wa^e testimonies of his ability, which could 
not be suspected of partiality, and they prepared his father 
to regard with less reluctance that change in his views and 
wishes which afterwards took place. 

He now became a correspondent In the Monthly 
Mirror, a magazine which first set the exiaraple of typo^ 
graphical neatness in periodical publications, which has 
given the world a good series of portraits, and which 
deserves praise also on other accounts, having among its 
contributers, some persons of extensive erudition and ac- , 
knowledged talents. Magazines are of great service to 
those who are learning to write ; they are fishing boats, 
which the Buccaneers of Literature do not condescend to 
sink, burn, and destroy : young poets may safely try their 
strength in them ; and that they should try their strength 
before the public, without danger of any shame from 
failure, is highly desirable. Henry's rapid improvement 
was now as remarkable as his unwearied industry. The 
pieces which had been rewarded in the Juvenile Preceptor 
might have been rivalled by many boys; but what he 
produced a year afterwards, few men could equal. 
Those which appeared in the Monthly Mirror attracted 
some notice, and introduced him to the acquaintance of 
Mr. Capel Lofii, and of Mr. Hill, the Proprietor of the 
work, a gentleman who is himself a lover of English 
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Uteratare, and who has probably the most copious col- 
lection' of English poetry in existence. Their encourage- 
ment induced him, about the close of the year 1802, to 
prepare a little volume of poems for the press. It was 
his hope that this publication might either, by the success 
of its sale, or the notice which it might excite, enable 
hiln to prosecute his studies at college, and fit himself 
for the Church. For though so far was he from feeling 
any dislike to his own profession, that he was even 
attached to it, and had indulged a hope that one day or 
oth^ he shbnld make his way to the Bar, a deafiiess, to 
which he had always been subject, and which appeared 
to grow progressively worse, threatened to preclude sdl 
possibility of advancement; and his opinions, which had 
at one time inclined to deism, had now taken a strong 
devotional bias. 

Henry was earnestly advised to obtain^ if possible, 
some patroness for his book, whose rank in life, and no- 
toriety in the literary world, might affi>rd it some pro- 
tection. The days of dedications are happily well nigh 
at an ^id ; but this was of importance to him, as giving 
his little volume consequence in the eyes of his friends 
and townsmen. The Countess of Derby was first applied 
to, and the manuscript submitted to her perusal. She re- 
turned it with a refusal, upon the groimd that it was an in- 
Tariable rule with her never to accef^ a compliment of the 
kind; but this refusal was couched in language as kind as 
it was complimentary, and he felt more pleasure at the 
kindness which it expressed, than disappointment at the 
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failure of his application : a 21. note was inclosed as her 
subscription to the work. The Margravine of Anspach was 
also thought of. There is among his papers the draught 
of a letter addressed to her upon the subjecj;, but I be- 
lieve it was never sent. He was then recommended to 
apply to the Duchess of Devonshire. Poor Henry felt 
m- fit repugnance at courting patronage in this way, but 
he felt that it was of consequence in his little world, and 
submitted; and the manuscript was left with a letter, at 
Devonshire House, as it had been with the Countess of 
Derby. Some time elapsed, and no answer arrived from 
her Grace; and as she was known to be pestered with 
such applications, apprehensions began to be entertained 
for the safety of the papers. His brother Neville (who 
was now settled in London) caUed several times; of 
course he never obtained an interview: the case at last 
became desperate, and he went with a determination not 
to quit the house till he had obtained them. After wait- 
ing four hours in the servant's hall, his perseverance con- 
quered their idle insolence, and he got possession of the 
manuscript. And here he, as well as his brother, sick of 
*' dancing attendance" upon the great, would have relin- 
quished all thoughts of the dedication, but they were 
urged to make one more trial : — a letter to her Grace 
was procured, with which Neville obtained audience, 
wisely leaving the manuscript at home : and the Duchess, 
with her usual good nature, gave permission that the 
volume should be dedicated to her. Accordingly her 
name appeared in the title-page, and a copy was trans- 
mitted to her in due form, and in its due Morocco 
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Every, of which no notice was ever taken. Involved a» 
she was in an endless round of miserable follies, it is pro- 
bable that she never opened the book, otherwise her heart 
was good enough to have felt a pleasure in encouraging the 
author. Oh, what a lesson would the history of that heart 
hold out ? 

• 

Henry sent his little volume to each of the then existing 
reviews, and accompanied it with a letter, wherein he 
stated what his advantages had been, and what were the 
hopes which he proposed to himself from the publication : 
requesting from them that indulgence of which his pro- 
ductions did not stand in need, and which it might have 
been thought, under such circumstances, would not have 
been withheld from works of less promise. It may be 
well conceived with what anxiety he looked for their opi- 
niops, and with what feelings he read the following artiele 
in the Monthly Review for February, 1804? : — 

MorMg Review, February , 1804. 
*^ The circumstancefl under which this little volume is offered to the 
public, mufit;, in somte measure, disarm criticism. We have been inform* 
ed that Mr. White has scarcely attained his eighteenth year, has hitherto 
exerted himself in the pursuit of knowledge uilder the discouragements 
of penury and misfortune, and now hopes, by this early authorship, to 
obtain some assistance in the prosecution of his studies at Cambridge. 
He appears, indeed, to be one of those young men of talents and appli- 
cation who merit encouragement ; and it would be gratifying to us to 
hear that this publication had obtained for him a respectable patron, for 
we fear that the mere profit arising from the sale cannot be, in any 
measure, adequate to his exigencies as a student at the university. A 
subscription, with a statement of the particulars of the author's ca8e> 
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might have bteen .calculated to have answered bis purpo$e ; but, as si 
book which is to " win its way" on the sole ground of its own merit, 
this poem cannot be contemplated with any sanguine expectation. The 
author is very anxious, hoM^ever, that critics should find in it something 
to commend, and he shall not be £sappointed: we commend hfs 
exertions, and his laudable endeavours to excel ; but we cannot com- 
pliment him with having learned the difficult art of writing good 
po«try. 

• » 

** Such lines as these will sufficiently prove our assertion-: 

** Here would I run, a visionary J56y, 
When the hoarse thunder shook the vaulted jS%y, 
And, fancy-led, beheld the Almighty's form 
Sternly careering in the eddying storm." 

*' If Mr. White should be instructed by Alma-mater, he will, doubtr 
less, produce better sense and better rhymes," 

I know not wHo was tlie writer of this precious article*. 
It is certain that Henry could have no personal enemy ; 
his volume fell into the hands of some dull man, who 
took it up in an hour of ill humour, turned over the leaves 
to look for faults, and finding that £qy and Sky were not 
orthodox rhymes, according to his vrise creed of criticising 
sate down to blast the hopes of a bdjr, who had confessed 
to him all his hopes and aU his difficulties, and thrown 
himself upon his mercy. With such a letter before him, 
(by mere accident I saw that which had been sent to the 
Critical Review,) even though the poems had been bad, 
ft good man would not have said so; he would have 
avoided censure, if he had found if impossible to bestow 
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praise. But that the reader may pc^rcdve the wicked 
injusticey as well as the cruelty of this reviewal, a few 
specimens of the volumei thus contemptuously condemned 
because Boy and Sky are used as rhymes in it, shall be in* 
serted in this place. 



TO THE HERB ROSEMARY.'* 



1. 

Sweet scented flower ! who art wont to bloom 
On January's front severe. 

And o'er the wintry desert drear 
To waO; thy waste perfume 1 
Come, thou shalt form my nosegay now. 
And I will bind thee round my brow; 

And as I twine the mournful wreath,, 
I'll weave a melancholy song : 
And sweet the strain shf^l be and IoDg» 

The melody of death. . 

2. 

Come, funeral flow'r ! who lov'st to dwell 
With the pale corse in lonely tomb, 
And throw across the desert gloom 
A sweet decaying smell. 



* Th9 Rowmary bods in January. It is the flower commonly put in the 
^ffins of the dead. 

c 2 
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Come, press mjlips, and lie with me 
Beneath the lowly Al^er tree. 

And we will sleep a pleasant sleq)^ 
And not a care shall dare intrude. 
To break the marble solitude^ 

So peaceful an^I so deep* 

And hark ! the wind-god, as he flies. 

Moans hollow in the forest trees. 

And sailing on the gosty breeze, 
Mjrsterious music dies. 
Sweet flower ! that requiem wild is mine^ 
It warns me to the lonely shrine, 
The cold turf altar of the dead ; 

My grave shall be in yon lone spot. 

Where as I lie, by all forgot, 
A dying fragrance thou wilt o'er my ashes shed* 
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TO THE MORNING. 

WAITTEN DURING ILLNESS. 

Beams of the day-break faint 1 I hail 
Your dubious hues, as on the robe 
Of nighty which wn^ the slumbenngglobe, 

I mark your traces pfde. 
Hr'd with the taper's sickly light. 
And with the wearying, numbered nigfct, 
I hail the streaks of mom divine : 
And lo ! they break between the dewy wreathes 

That round my rural casement twine : 
The fresh gale o'er the green lawn breathes; 
It fans my feverish brow, — it calms the mental strife. 
And cheerily re*illumes the lambent £ame of life. 

The lark has her gay song begun. 

She leaves her grassy nest, 
And soars till the unrisen sun 

Gleams on her speckled breast 
Now let me leave my restless bed, 
And o'er the spangled uplands tread ; 

Now through the custom'd wood-walk wend; 
By many a green lane lies my way^ 

Where high o'er head the wild briars bend, 
Till on the mountain's summit grey, 
I lit me down, and mark the glorious dawn of day. 

Oh, Heaven 1 the sofl refreshing gale 

It breathes into my breast ! 
My sunk eye gleams; my cheek, so pale. 

Is with new colours drest. 
c S 
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Blithe Health ! thou soul of life and ease I 
Come thou too^ on the bahny breeze. 

Invigorate my frame : 
ni join with thee the buskin'd chace. 
With thee the distant clune will trace. 

Beyond those douds of flame. 



• Above, below, what charms unfold 

In all the varied view ! 
Before me all is bumish'd gold. 

Behind the twilight's hue. 
The mists which on old Night await. 
Far to the west they hold their state. 

They shun the clear blue face of Mom ; 

Along the fine cerulean sky 

The fleecy clouds successive fly, 
While bright prismatic beams their shadowy folds adorn. 



And hark I the Thatcher has begun 

His whistle on the eaves. 
And of): the Hedger's biU is heard 

Among the rustling leaves. 
The slow team creaks upon the road. 

The noisy whip resounds, . 
The driver's voice, his carol blijthe. 
The mower's stroke, his whet^ng scythe. 

Mix with the morning's sounds. 



Who would not rather take his seat 
Baieath these clumps of trees, 

Tlie early dawn of day to greet. 
And catch the healthy breeze, 
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• Tban on the diken -couch of Sloth 

Luxurious to lie ? 
Who would not from life's dreaiy waste 
Snatchy when he could, with eager hast^ 
An interval of joy? 

To him who simply thns recounts 

The moming^s pleasures o'er. 
Fate dooms, ere long, the scene must close 

To ope on him no more. 
Yet, Morning J unreplning still 

He'll greet thy beams awhile; 
And surely thou, when o'er his grave 
Solemn the whisp'ring willows wave. 

Wilt sweetly on him smile ; 
And the pale g^ow-worm's pensive light 
Will guide his ghostly walks in the drear moonless night. 

An author is proof against reviewing, when, like myself, 
he has been reviewed above seventy times ; but the opi- 
nion of a reviewer, upon his first publication, has more 
effect, both upon his feelings and his success, than it 
ought to have, or would have, if the mystery of the un^ 
gentle craft were more generally understood. Henry wrote 
to the editor, to complain of the cruelty with which he 
had been treated. This remonstrance produced the fol- 
lowing answer in the next month : 

Monthly Review, March, 1804. ~ 

ADDRESS TO COB&ESPONDENTS. 

^ In the course of our long critical labours we have necessarily been 
forced to encounter the resentment, or withstand the livoaentations, of 

c 4 
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many disappointed aathors ; but we have seldom, if ever, been mar# 
affected than by a letter from Mr. White, o( Nottingham, complaining 
of the tendency of our strictures on his poem of Clifton Grove, in our 
last number. His expostulations are written with a warmth of feeling in 
which we truly sympathize, and whieh shall readily excuse, with us, 
some expressions of irritation : but Mr. White must receive our most 
serious declaration, that we did ''judge of the book by the book itself;" 
ex€q>ting only, that, from his former letter, we were desirous of miti- 
gating the pain of that decision which our public duty required us to 
pronounce. We spoke with the utmost sincerity when we stated our 
wishes for patronage to an unfriended man of talents, for talents Mr. 
White certainly possesses, and we repeat those wishes with equal cor- 
diality. Let him still trust that, like Mr. Giffiird, (see pre^e to his 
translation of Juvenal,) some Mr. Cookesley may yet appear to foster a 
capacity which endeavours to escape from its present confined sphere of 
action; and^let the opulent inhabitants of Nottingham reflect, that 
some portion of that wealth which they have worthily acquired by the, 
habits of industry, will be laudably applied in assuting the efforts of 
mind.** 



Henry was not aware that reviewers are infallible. His 
letter seems to have been answered by a different writer ; 
the answer has none of the common-place and vulgar 
insolence of the criticism ; but to have made any conceal 
sion would have been admitting that a review can do 
wrong, and thus violating the fundamental principle of 
its constitution. 

The poems which had been dius condemned, appeared 
to me to discover strong marks of genius. I had shewn 
them to two of my friends, than whom na persons living 

II 
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better understand what poetry is, nor have given better 
proofe of it, and their opinion^oincided with my own. 
I was fully convinced of the injustice of this criticism, and 
having accidentally seen the le^tter which h^ had writte^i 
to d^ reviewers, understood the whole cruelty of their in* 
justice. In consequence of this I- wrote to Henry, to 
encourage him : told him, that though" I was well aware 
how imprudent it was in young poets to publish their 
productions, his circumstances seem^ to render that 
exp€dient^ firom which it would. otherwise b^jright.to. 
dissuade him: advised him therefore^ ifbd had ntQ bettos 
prospects, to print a larger volume by subscription, and 
offered to do what little was in my piower to serve him 
in the biisinesst To this he replied in the following 
letter. 



'^ I dare not say all I feel req>ectiDg your opinion of my tittle vo* 
liime. The extreme acrimony with which the Monthly Review (of alt 
others the most important) treated me^ threw me into a state of stiqie- 
Action ; I regarded all that had passed as a dream^ and I thought! had 
been -dduifii^ myself into aii idea of possessing pontic gfenius'^ Virhen in 
Ma, I had only the longing, with6at the affiaUat: I mustered reso* 
Intidn enough/ however, to write spiritedly to Ihem': thdrllnswer in 
the ensuing number ^ras'a tadt TK^kno^^iedgment that theyfaad been 
somewhat too unsparing in their correction. It was a poor attempt 
to ^Ive over a wound wariLtonly aiad most unj^eneroosly inBicted. 
Still I was dampcsd, b'ecatfee' I hh^w tlid wo& "v^as v«ry respect* 
able, and therefore co^ hot, I 'concluded, give a critidsnf ^rcul^ 
deficient in equity — tlie more especially, as I knew of no sort of in- 
ducement to extraordinary severity.- Y^ur tetter, how^V^r, has' fe* 
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Tiired me, and I do llgaiii'VeiitiiFe to liope di^t I may still producr 
gotnething which will survive me. ... 

** With regard to your advice and ofiers of assistance, I will not 
attempt, because I am unable to thank you for them. To-morroW 
morning I depart for Cambridge, and I have considerable hopes that, 
as I do not enter into the university with any sinister or inte- 
rested views, but siiie^ely desire to perform the duties of an affec- 
tionate and Tigilant pastor, and become more useful to mankind, I 
therefore have hopes, I say, that I shall find means of sjuppQrt m 
the uttwersUy, If I do not, I shall certainly act in pursuance of 
your recommendations; and shall, without hesitation, avail myself 
•f your oiSisn of service, and of your directions. 

*^ In a short time this will be detemuned ; and when it is, I shall 
take the liber^ of writing to you at Keswick, to make you acquainted 
with ihe result 

'^ I have only one objection to publishing by subscription, and I 
confess it has weight with me.— It is, that, in this step, I shall seem 
to be acting upon the advice so unfeelingly and contumeliously given 
by the Monthly Reviewers, who say what is equal to this — that 
had I gotten a subscription for my poems before tfadr merit was 
known, I might have succeeded; provided, it seems, I had made a 
particular statemeiU of my case; like a beggar who stands with his 
hat in one hand, and a full account of his cruel treatment on the 
eoast o£ Barbery in the other, and so g^ves you his penny sheet for 
your sixpence^ by way of half-purchase^ half-charity. 

'* I have materials for another volume, but they were written prin> 
dpally while Clifton Orove was in the press, or soon after, and do not 
90W at all satisfy me. Indeed, of late, I have been obliged to desist 
almost entirely, from converse with the dames of Helicon. The drud- 
gery ^of an attorney's office, and the necessity of preparing myself. 
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ki 'cas6 I ^ould succeed in gating to College, in what little Idsure 
I could boast, left no room for the flights of the imaginatiDn." 

In another letter he speaks, in still stronger terms, of 
what he had suffered from the unfeeling and iniquitous 
criticism : 

<* The un&vourable review (in Uie ^' Monthly") of my unhappy 
work, has cut deeper than you could have thought; not in a lite- 
rary point of view, but. as it affects my respectability. It repre- 
sents me actually as a beggar, goii^g about gathering money to put 
myself at college, when my work is worthless; and this with every 
sppeamnce of candour. They have been sadly misinformed r&> 
specting me: this review goes before me wherever I turn my steps; 
it haunts me incessantly, and I am persuaded it is an instrument in 
the hands of Satan to drive me to distraction* I must leave Not* 
Ingham." 

It is not unworthy of remark^ that this very reviewal, 
which was designed to crush thie hopes of Henry, and 
suppress his stru^ling genius, has been, in its conse^ 
quences, the main occasion of bringing his Remains to 
h'ght, and obtaining for him that &me which assuredly 
will be his portion. Had it not been for the indignation 
which I felt at perusing a criticism at once so cruel and so 
stupid, the little intercourse between Henry and myself 
would not have taken place; his papers would probably 
have remained in oblivion, and his name in a few years 
have been forgotten. 

I have stated that his opinions were, at one time^ in- 
clining towards deism: it needs not be said on what 
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dight grounds the opinions of a yonth moist needs be 
founded : while they are confined to ihatters of specula^ 
tion, they indicate, whatever their eccentricities, only an 
active mind ; and it is only when a. propensity is mani- 
fested to such principles as give a sanction to immoralify, 
that they show something wrong at heart. One little 
poem of Henry's remains, which was written in this un- 
settled state of mind. It exhibits much of his character, 
and can excite no feelings towards him, but such as are 
&vourable. ^ 



MY OWN CHARACTER. 

Addressed {during lUness) to a Lady. 

D£ak Fanny, I mean, now Fm laid on the shelf. 

To give you a sketch— ay, a sketch of myself. 

'Us a pityful subject, I frankly confess. 

And one it would puzzle a painter to dress; 

But however, here goes, and, as sure as a gun, 

Fli teU all my &ultft like a penitent nun; 

For I know, for my Fanny, before I address her. 

She won't be a cymcal hiher confeisor. 

Come, come, 'twill not do J put that purling brow down; 

You can't for the soul of you leam how to frown. 

WeU, first'! premne, if s ttfy honest convicdon. 

That my breast is a ehaM of aU «ontmffiction; 

Re]i^pius-*Ddstic«— now loyai and warm t 
Then a dagger-drawn democrat hot for reform : 
2%is moment a fop, tkaiy sententious as Titus ;* 
Democritus now, and anon Heraditus; 
Now laughing and pleas'd, like a child vith a ratde; 
Then vex'd to the soul with impertinent tattlie; 



N 



29 

Now moody and sad, now unthinking and gqr; 
To all points of the compass I yeer in a day, 

I'm proud and disdainfuFto Fortune's gay child. 
But to Poverty's ofl&pring submissiye and miid ; 
As rude as a boor, and as rough in dispute; 
Then as for politeness-— oh I dear-^Fm a brute ! 
I shew no respect where I never can feel it; 
And as for contempt, take no pains to conceal it. 
And so in the suite, by these laudable ends, 
Fve a great many foes, and a very few friends. 

And yet, my dear Fanny, there are who can fed 
Hiat this proud heart of mine is not fashion'd like steel. 
It can love (can it not?)— it can hate, I am sure; 
And it's friendly enough, though in friends it be poor. 
For itself though it bleed not, for others it bleeds ; 
If it h^nre not ripe virtues, I'm sure it's the seedt: 
And though far from faultless, or even so-so, 
I think it may pass as our worldly things go. 

Well, I've told you my frailties without any gloss; 

Then as to my virtues, Fm quite at a loss ! 

I think Fm devout, and yet I can't say. 

But in process of time I may get the wrong way. 

I'm a general kvcTy if that's commendation, 

Apd yet can't withstand you know whose fascination. 

But I find that amidst all my tricks and devices. 

In fishing for virtues, Fm pulling up vices; 

So as for the good, why, if I possess it, 

I am not yet learned enough to express it 

You yourself must exanune the lovelier side. 
And afto your every art you have tried, 
MThatever my faults, I may venture to say, 
Hypocrisy neyer will come in your way. 
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I am upright, I hopie,' I am downright, rm clear f 
And I think my worst foe must ^low Vm sincere; 
And if ever sincerity glow'4 in my breast, 
'Tis now when I swear ■ — — * * 

About this time Mr. Pigott, the curate of St. Mary^s, 
Nottingham, hei^ring what was the bent of his religious 
opinions, sent him, by a friend, Scott's Force of Truth, 
and requested him to peruse it attentively, which he pro- 
mised to do. Having looked at the book, he told the 
person who brought it to him, that he could soon write 
an answer to it; but about a fortnight afterward^ when 
this friend enquired how far he had proceeded in his an- 
swer to Mr. Scott, Henry's reply was in a very different 
tone and temper. He said, that to answer that book was 
out of his power, and out of any man's, for it wa& founded 
upon eternal truth; that it had convinced him of his 
error; and that so thoroughly was he impressed with a 
sense of the importance of his Maker's favour, that he 
would willingly give up all acquisitions of knowledge, and 
all hopes of fame, and live in a wilderness unknown, till 
death, so he could insure an inheritance in heaven. 

A new pursuit was thus opened to him, and he en- 
gaged in it with his wonted ardour. <^ It was a constant 
feature in his mind," says Mr. Pigott, " to persevere in 
the pursuit of what he deemed noble and important. Re- 
ligion, in which He now appeared to himself not yet to 
have taken a step, engaged all his anxiety, as of all con- 
cerns the most important. He could not rest satisfied 
till he had formed his principles upon the basis of Chris- 
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tianity, and till he had begun in earned to think and act 
agreeably to its pure and heavenly precepts. His mind 
loved to make distant excursions into the future and re- 
mote c(»isequences of things. He no longer limited his 
views to the narrow confines of earthly existence ; he was 
not happy till he had learnt to rest and expatiate in a 
world to come. What he said to me when we became 
intimate is worthy of observation: that, he said, which 
first made him dissatisfied with the creed he had adopted, 
and the standard of practice which he had set up for him- 
«eli^ was the purity of mind which he perceived was every 
where inculcated in the Holy Scriptures, and required of 
every one who would become a successful candidate for 
fiiture blessedness. He had supposed that morality of 
conduct was all the purity required; but when he ob- 
served that purity of the very thoughts and intentions of 
the soul also was requisite^ he was convinced of his de- 
ficiencies, and could find no comfort to his penitence but 
in the atonement made for human frailty by the Redeemer 
of mankind; and no strength adequate to his weakness, 
and sufficient for resisting evil, but the aid of God's spirit, 
promised to those who seek them from above in the sin- 
cerity of earnest prayer.'* 

From the moment when he had fully contracted these 
opinions, he was resolved upon devoting his life to the 
promulgation of them; and therefore to leave the law, 
and, if possible, place himself at one of the universities. 
Every argument was used by his friends to dissuade him 
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from his purpose, f)ut to no effect; his mind was unalter- 
ably fixed, and great and numerous as the obstacles 
were^ he was determined to surmount them all. He had 
now served the better half of the term for which he was 
articled: his entrance and continuance in the profession 
had been a great expence to his family; and to give up 
this lucrative profession, in the study of which he had 
advanced so far, and situated as he was, for one wherein 
there was so little prospect of his obtaining even a decent 
competency, appeared to them the height of folly or of 
madness. This determination cost his poor mother many 
tears ; but determined he was, and that by the best and 
purest motives. Without ambition he could not have 
existed ; but his ambition now was to be eminently useful 
in the ministry. 

It was Henry's fortune through' his short life, as he 
was worthy of the kindest treatment, always to find it. 
His employers, Mr. Coldham and Mr. Enfield, listened 
with a firiendly ear to his plans, and agreed to give up 
the remainder of his time, though it was now become 
very valuable to them, as soon as they should think his 
prospects of getting through the university were sqiif ^ 
he might reasonably trust to; but, till then, they f^t 
themselves bound, for his own sake, to detain him. Mr. 
Pigott, and Mr. Dashwood, another clergyman, who at 
that time resided in Nottingham, exerted themselves in 
his favour: he had a friend at Queen's College, Cam- 
bridge, who mentioned him to one of the fellows of St* 
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John's, and that.gentleman, on the representations made to. 
him of Henry's talents and piety, spared no effort to obtain 
for him an adequate support. 

As soon as these hopes were laid out to him, his em« 
ployers gave him a month's leave of absence, for the 
benefit of uninterrupted study, and of change of air, 
which his health now began to require. Instead of going 
to the sea-coast, as was expected, he chose for his re- 
treat the village of Wilford, which is situated on the 
banks of the Trent, and at the foot of Clifton Woods. 
These woods had ever been his favourite place of resort, 
and were the subject of the longest poem in his little vo- 
lume, from which, indeed, the volume was named. He 
delighted to point out to his more intimate friends the 
scenery of this poem; the islet to which he had often 
forded when the river was not knee deep ; and the little 
hut wherein he had sate for hours, and sometimes all day 
long, reading or writing, or dreaming with his eyes open. 
He had sometimes wandered in these woods till night far 
advanced, and used to speak with pleasure of having once 
been overtaken there by a thunder-storm at midnight, and 
watdung the lightning over the river and the vale towards 
the Mfrn. 

In this village his mother procured lodgings for him, 
and his place of retreat was kept secret, except from, his 
nearest friends. Soon after the expiration of the month, 
intelligence arrived that the plans which had been formed 
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in his behalf had entirely fiuled. He went immediately 
to his mother: ^^ All my hopes,^' said he, <^ of getting to. 
the miiversity are now blasted; in preparing myself for 
it, I have lost time in my profession; I have much 
gromid to get up,, and as I am determined not to be a 
mediocre attorney, I must endeavour to recover what I 
have lost." The consequence was, that he applied him- 
self more severely than ever to bis studies. He now al« 
lowed himself no time for relaxation, little for his meals^ 
and scarcely any for sleep. He would read till one, two^ 
three o'clock in the morning; then throw himself on the 
bed, and rise again to his work at five^ at the call of a 
lanmj which he had fixed to a Dutch clock in his cham-* 
ber. Many nights he never laid down at all. It was in 
vain that his mother used every possible means to dissuade 
Jiim from this destructive application. In this resped^ 
and in this only one, was Henry undutiful, and neither 
v^commands, nor tears, nor entreaties, could check his despe- 
rate and deadly ardour. At one time she went every night 
into his room, to put out his candle: as soon as he heard 
lier coming up stairs, he used to hide it in a cupboard, 
ihrow himself into bed, and affect sleep while she was in 
the room ; then, when all was quiet, rise again, and pursue 
his baneful studies. 

. *< The ni^t," says Henry, in one of his letters, " has 
been every thing to me ; and did the world know how i 
have been indebted to the hours of repose^ they would 
.not wonder that night images are, as they judge^ «o ridir 

J2 



35 



culously predominant in my verses.** Daring some of these 
midnight hours he indulged himself in complaining, but in 
such complaints that it is to be wished more of them had 
been found among his papers. 



ODE 



ON DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Come, Disappdiatnenty eone 1 

Not in thy terrocs dad; 
Come in thy me^kfist, saddest guise; 
Thy chastboii^ rod -but terrifies 
The restless aad the bad. 
But I reduie 
Beneath tl^ shnQe, 
And roun4 aiy brow rasign'd, thy pcaeefid cypBoss CwiM. 

Though Fancy flies away 

Before thy hollow tread. 
Yet Meditation^ in her cellj 
Hears ¥dth faint eye, the lingering ^^1^ 
That tells her hopes arp deAd; 
And though the ;t$ar 
By chance appear. 
Yet she can sipije, 994 9^y, Mf 9fl was npt Jaid luere. 
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Come, Disappointment, come ! 

Though from Hope's summit hurlM, 
Still, rigid Nurse, thou art forgiven. 
For thou severe wert sent firom heavefe 
To wean me from the world : 
To turn my eye 
From vanity. 
And point to scenes of bliss that never, never die. 



4. 

What is this pasnng seene? 

A peevish April day ! 
A little sun — a little rain. 
And then night sweeps along the plain^ 
And all things fade away. 
Man (soon discuss'd) 
Yields up his trust. 
And all his hopes and fears lie with him in the dust. 



5. 

Oh, what is beauty's power? 

It flourishes and dies; 
Will the cold earth its silence break, . 
To tell how soft, how smooth a cheek 
Beneath its surface lies? 
Mute, mute is all 
O'er beauty's fall ; 
Her pndse resounds no more when mantled in her pail. 
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6. 

The most beloy'd on earth 

Not long survives to-day ; 
So music past is obsolete. 
And yet 'twas sweet, 'twas passing sweet. 
But now 'tis gone away. 
Thus does the shade 
In memory fade, 
When in forsaken tomb the form beloy'd is laid. 



7. 

Then since this world is vain, 

And volatile and fleet. 
Why should I lay up earthly joys^ • 

Where rust corrupts, and moth destroys. 
And cares and sorrows eat ? 
Why fly from ill 
With anxious skill. 
When soon thb hand will freeze, this throbbing heart be still ? 



8. 

Come, Disappointment, come! 

Thou art not stern to me; 
Sad MonitressJ! I own thy sway, 
A votary sad in early day, 
I bend my knee to thee. 
From sun to sun 
My race will run, 
I only bow, and say. My God, thy will be done 1 
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On another paper are a few lines, wi'itten probably in 
the freshness of his disappointment. 

I DREAM no more ^ the vifiion flies away. 
And Disappointment ♦ * * ♦ 
There fell my hopes — I lost my all id this. 
My cherish'd all of visionary bliss. 
Now hope farewell, farewell all joys below ; 
Now welcome sorrow, and now welcome woe. 
Plunge me in glooms * * * * 

His health soon sunk under' these habits; he became 
pale and thin, and at length had a sharp fit of sickness. 
On his recovery he wrote the following lines in the church- 
yard of his favourite village. 



LINES 

WRITTEH IN WILFORD CHURCH-YARD, 

On Recovery from Sickness. 

Heee would I wish to steq>. — This is the spot 
Which I have long mark'd out to lay my bones in ; 
Tir'd out and wearied with the riotous world, 
Beneath this yew I would be sepulchred. 
It is a lovely spot ! The sultry sun. 
From his meridian height, endeavours vainly 
To pierce the shadowy foliage, while the zephyr 
Comes wafting gently o'er the rippling Trent, 
And plays about my wan cheek. 'Tis a nook 
Most pleasant. Such a one perchance did Gray 
Frequent, as with a vagrant muse he wanton'd. 
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Come, I will tii me down and meditate^ 

For I am wearied with ray summer's walk ; 

And here I may repose in silent ease; ' 

And thus, perchance, when life's sad journey's o'er. 

My harass'd soul, in this same spot, may find 

The haven of its rest — boieath this sod 

Perchance may sleep it sweetly, sound as death. 

I would not have my corpse cemented down 

With brick and stone, defrauding the poor earth-worm 

Of its predestin'd dues; no, I would lie 

Beneath a little hillock grass o'ergrown, 

Swath'd down with oziers, just as sleep the cotters. 

Yet may not tmdiitinguith*d be my grave; 

But there at eve may 8<»iie congenial soul 

Duly resent and shed a pious tear^ 

The good man's benizon — *> no more I ask. 

And oh ! (if heavenly bdngs may look down 

From where, with dierubim inspir'd they sit, 

Upon this little dim><liscovered spot. 

The earth,)^then will I cast a glance hehw 

On him who thus my ashes shall embalm; 

And I wiU weep too, and will bless the wanderer. 

Wishing he may not long be doom'd to pine 

In this low-thoughted world of darkling woe^ 

But that, ere long, he reach his kindred skies. 

Y^ 'twas a silly thought, as if the body. 
Mouldering beneath the surface of the earthy 
Could taste the sweets of summer scenery. 
And fed the fireshness of the balmy breeze 1 
Yet nature $peaks within the human bosom, 
And, spite of reastm, bids it look beyond 
His narrow verge of bdng^and provide 
A decent residBace for its diayey shell, 
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£ndear'd to it by time. And who would lay 
His body in the city burial-place. 
To be thrown up again by some rude Sexton, 
And yield its narrow house another tenant. 
Ere the moist flesh had mingled with the dust. 
Ere the tenacious hair had left the scalp, 
ExposM to insult lewd, and wantonness? 
No, I will lay me in the village ground; 
There are the dead respected. The poor hind^ 
Unlettered as he is, would scorn to invade 

The silent resting-place of death. I've 8«en 

The labourer, returning ftom his toil. 

Here stay his steps, and call his children round. 

And slowly spell the rudely sculptured rhymes, 

And, in his rustic manner, moralize. 

I've mark'd with what a silent awe he'd spoken. 

With head uncover'd, his respectful manner. 

And all the honours which he paid the grave, 

And thought on cities, where ev'n cemeteries, 

fiestrew'd with all the emblems of mortality. 

Are not protected from the drunken insolence 

Of wassailers profane, and wanton havock. 

Grant, Heav'n, that here my pilgrimage may close I 

Yet, if this be deny'd, where'er my bones 

May lie — or in the city's crowded bounds. 

Or scatter'd wide o'er the huge sweep of waters. 

Or left a prey on some deserted shore 

To the rapacious cormorant, — yet still, 

(For why should sober reason cast away 

A thought which sooths the soul ?) — yet still my spirit 

Shall wing its way to these my native regions. 

And hover o'er this spot. Oh, then I'll think 

Of times when I was seated 'neath this yew 

In solemn rumination ; and will smile 

With joy that I have got my long'd release. 
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His friends are of opinion that he never thoroughly re- 
covered from the' shock which his constitution had sus- 
tained* Many of his poems indicate that he thought 
himself in danger of consimiption ; he was not aware 
that he was generating or fostering in himself another 
disease, little less dreadful, and which threatens intellect 
as well as life. At this time youth was in his favour, and 
his hopes, which were now again renewed, produced 
perhaps a better effect than m^icine. Mr. Dashwood 
obtained for him an introduction to Mr. Simeon, of 
King's College, and with this he was induced to go to 
Cambridge. Mr. Simeon, fi*om the recommendation 
which he received, and from the conversation he had 
with him, promised to procure for him a sizarship at 
St. John's, and, with the additional aid of a friend, to 
supply him with 30I. annually. His brother Neville 
promised twenty; and his mother, it was hoped, would 
be able to allow fifteen or twenty more. With this, it 
was thought, he could go through college. If this pros- 
pect had not been opened to him, he would probably 
have turned his thoughts towards the orthodox dis- 
senters. 

On his return to Nottingham, the Rev. ■ ■ Robin- 
son, of Leicester, and some other friends, advised him to 
apply to the Elland Society for assistance, conceiving that 
it would be less oppressive to his feelings to be depen- 
dant on a society, instituted for the express purpose of 
training up, such young .men as himself (that is, such in 
circumstances and opinions) for the ministry, than on the 
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bounty of an individual. In consequence of this advice^ 
he went to EUand at the next meeting of the societyi a 
stranger there, and without one friend among the mem-* 
bers. He was examined, for several hours, by about 
five-and-twenty clergymen, as to his religious views and 
sentiments, his theological knowledge, and his classical 
attainments. In the course of the enquiry it appeared 
that he had published a volume of poems: their ques« 
tions now began to be very unpleasantly inquisitive con- 
cerning the nature of these poems, and he was assailed 
by queries from all quarters. It was well for Henry 
that they did not think of referring to the Monthly Re* 
view for authority. My letter to him h^)pened to be in 
his pocket; he luckily recollected this, and produced it 
as a testimony in his fiivour. They did me the honour to 
say that it was quitfe sufficient, and pursued this part of 
their enquiry no farther. Before he left EUand, he was 
given to understand, that they were well satisfied with 
his theological knowledge; that they thought his clas- 
sical proficiency prodigious for his age, and that they 
had placed him on their books. He returned little 
pleased with his^ journey. His friends had been mis^ 
taken : the bounty of an individual calls forth a sense of 
kindness as well as of dependance; that of a society has 
the virtue of charity perhaps, but it wants the grace. He 
now wrote to Mr. Simeon, stating what he had dooef 
and that the beneficence of his unknown friends was no 
longer necessary : but that gentleman obliged him to 
decline the assistance of the society, which he veiy wil* 
Ungly did. 
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/ This being finally arranged, he quitted bis employers 
in October^ 1804. How much he had conducted him-^ 
self to their satisfiiction, will appear by this testimony of 
Mr* Enfield, to his diligence and uniform worth* << I 
bare great pleasure^'' says this, gentleman, <^ in paying the 
tribnte to his memory, of expressing the knowledge which 
was affi>rded me^ during the period of his connection 
with Mr. Coldham and myself, of his diligent applica^ 
tioAy his ardour for study, and his virtuous and amiable 
d]^positic»]. He very so<m discovered an unusual aptness 
in eomprdiending the routine of business, and great 
ability and rapidity in the execution of every thing which 
Was entrusted to him. His diligence and punctual at>* 
lention were unremitted^ and his services became ex- 
tremdy valuable a considerable time before he lefi; us« 
He seemed to me to have no relish for the ordinary 
{Measures and dissipations of young men ; his mind was 
perpetually employed, either in the business of his pro* 
fession, or in private study. With his fondness for lite- 
rature we were well acquainted, but had no reason to 
offer any check to it, for he never permitted the indul- 
goice of his literary pm*suits to interfere with the en- 
gagements of business. The difficulty of hearing, under 
which he laboured, was distressing to him in the practice 
of his profession, and was, I think, an inducement, in co- 
operation with his other inclinations, for his resolving to 
relinquish the law. I can, with truth, assert, that his de- 
termination was matter of serious regret to my partner 
and myself." 
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^ Mr. Simeon had advised him to degrade^ for a yesXf 
and place himself^ during that time, under some scholar. 

He went accordingly to the Rev. Grainger, of . Win- 

teringham, in Lincolnshire, and there, notwithstanding all 
the entreaties of his friends, pursuing the same unrelent- 
ing course of study, a second illness was the consequence. 
When he was recovering, he was prevailed upon to relax, 
to ride on horseback, and to drink wine; these latter re^ 
medies he could not long afford, and he would not allow 
himself time for relaxation when he did not feel its im- 
mediate necessity. He frequently, at this time^ studied 
fourteen hours a day: the progress which he made in 
twelve months was indeed astonishing : when he went to 
Cambridge, he was immediately as much distinguished 
for his classical knowledge as his genius : but the seeds. of 
death were in him, and the place to which he had so long 
looked on with hope, served unhappily as a hot-house to 
ripen them. * 



* DuriDg his residence in my family, says Mr. Grainger, his conduct 
was highly becoming and suitable to a Christian profession. He was 
mild and inoffensive, modebt, unassuming, and afieddon^te. He at- 
tended with great cheerfulness, a Sunday school which I was endeap 
vouring to establish in the village, and was at considerable pains in the 
instruction of the children ; and I have repeatedly observed, that he 
was most pleased, and most edified, with such of my sermons and ad- 
dresses to my people, as were most close, plain, and familiar. Wheft 
we parted, we parted with mutual regret ; and by us his name will IcM^ 
be remembered with afiection and delight, ^ 
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During hh first term one of the university scholar- 
ships became vacant^ and Henry, yomig as he was in 
ooUegey and ahnost sdif^taught, was advised, by those 
who were best able to estimate his chance of success, to 
offer himself as a competitor for it. He past the whole 
term in preparing himself for this, reading for college 
subjects in bed, in his walks, or, as he says, where, wlien, 
and how he could, never having a moment to spare, and 
often going to his tutor without having read at all. His 
strength sunk under this, and though he had declared 
himself a candidate, he was compelled to decline; but 
this was not the only misfortune. The general college 
examination came on; he was utterly unprepared to 
meet it, and believed that a failure here would have 
ruined his prospects for ever. He had only about a fort- 
night to read what other men had been the whole term 
reading. Once more he exerted himself beyond what 
his shattered health could bear; the disorder returned, 
and he went to his tutor, Mr. Catton, with tears in his 
eyes, and told him that he could not go into the hall to 
be examined. Mr. Catton, however, thought his success 
here of so much importance, that he exhorted him, with 
all possible earnestness, to hold out the six days of the 
examination. Strong medicines were given him, to en- 
able him to support it ; and he was pronounced the first 
man of his year. But life was the price which he was to 
pay for such honours as this ; and Henry is not the first 
young man to whom such honours have proved fatal. 
He said to his most intimate friend, almost the last time 
he« saw him, that were he to paint a picture of Fame^ 
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crowning a dktinguiflhed undar^gradaatei after the Senate- 
house examination, he would represent her as ooneeaUng it 
death's head under a mask of beauty. 

When this was over he went to London. Xiondon was 
a new scene of excitement, and what his mind required 
was tranquillity and rest. Before he left college, he had 
become anxious concerning his expences, fearing that 
they exceeded his means. Mr. Catton perceived this, 
and twice called him to his rooms, to assure him of every 
necessary support, and every encouragement, and to give 
hini every hope. This kindness relieved his spirits of a 
heavy weight, and on his return he relaxed a little from 
his studies, but it was only a little. I found ampng his 
papers the day thus planned out : — ^^ Rise at half past five. 
Devotions and walk till seven. Chapel and breakfast 
till eight. Study and lectures till one. Four and a half 
dear reading. Walk, &c. and dinner, and WolIastoQ^ 
and chapel to six. Six to nine, reading — three hours. 
Nine to ten, devotions. Bed at ten." 

Among his latest writings are these resolutions : , — 

« I will never be in bed after six. 

I will not drink tea out above once a week, excepting on 

Sundays, unless there appear some good reason for so 

doing. 
I will never pass a day without reading some portion of 

the Scriptures* 
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I win labour diligently in my mathematical studiee, be-: 
cause I half suspect myself of a dislike to them. 

I will walk two hours a day, upon the average of erery 
week. 

Sit mihi gratia addita ad hcecfacienda^ 



About this time, judging by the hand-writing, he wrote 
down the following admonitory sentences, which, as the 
paper on which they are written is folded into the shape ,^ 
of a very small book, it is probable he carried about with 
him as a manual* 



« 



1. Death and judgment are near at hand. 



2. Though thy bodily part be now in health and ease, 
the dews of death will soon sit upon thy forehead. 

8. That which seems so sweet and desirable to thee 
now, will, if yielded to, become bitterness of soul to thee 
all thy life after. 

4. When the waters are come over thy soul, and when, 
in the midst of much bodily anguish, thou distinguishest 
the dim shores of Eternity before thee, what wouldest 
thoa not give to be lighter by this one sin ? 

5. God has long withheld his arm ; what if his forbear- 
ance be now at an end? Canst thou not contemplate 
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these things with the eyes of death ? Art thou not a dying 
man, dying every day, every hour ? 

6. Is it not a fearful thing to shrink from the sum- 
mons when it comes ? — To turn with horror and despair 
from the future being? Think what strains of joy and 
tranquillity fall on the ear of the saint who is just 
swooning into the arms of his Redeemer; what fearful 
shapes, and dreadful images of a disturbed conscience, 
surround the sinner's bed, when the last twig which 
he grasped fiuls him, and the gulph yawns to receive 
him. 

7. Oh, my soul, if thou art yet ignorant of the enormity 
of sin, turn thine eyes to the man who is bleeding to death 
on the cross ! See how the blood, from his pierced hands, 
trickles down his arms, and the more copious streams from 
his feet run on the accursed tree, and stain the grass with 
purple ! Behold his features, though scarcely animated 
with a few remaining sparks of life, yet how full of love, 
pity, and tranquillity ! A tear is trickling down his cheek, 
and his lip quivers, — He is praying for his murderers ! 
O, my soul ! it is thy Redeemer — it is thy God! And 
this too for Sin — for Sin ! and wilt thou ever again submit 
to its yoke ? 

8. Remember that the grace of the Holy Spirit of God 
is ready to save thee from transgression. It is always 
at hand: thou canst not sin without wilfully rejecting 
its aid« 
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9. And is there real pleasure in sin? Tlioa knowest 
there is not But there is pleasure pure and exqukite 
pleasure, in holiness. The Holy Ghost can make the 
paths of religion and virtue, hard as they seem, and 
thomy^ ways of pleasantness and peac^ where, though 
there be thorns, . yet are there also roses ; and where aU 
the wounds which we suffer in the flesh, from the hard- 
ness of the journey, are so healed by the balm of the 
spirit, that they rather give joy than pain. 



The exercise which Henry took was no relaxation ; be 
still continued the habit of studying while he walked; 
and in this manner, while he was at Cambridge, com- 
mitted to memory a whole tragedy of Euripides. Twice 
he distinguished himself in the foUawii^ year, being again 
pronounced first at the great college examination, and 
also one of the three best theme writers, between whom 
the examiners could not decide. The college offered 
him, at th&r expence, a private tutor ' in mathematics 
during the long vacation ; and Mn Catton, by procuring fix* 
him exhibitions to the amount of 66L per annum, enabled 
him to ^ve up the pecuniary assistance which he had re- 
cdved firom Mr. Simeon and other friends. This intention 
he had expressed in a letter written twelve months before 
his death. " With r^aard to my college expences, (he says) 
I have the pleasure to inform you, that I shall be obh'ged> 
in strict rectitude, to wave the offers of many of my 
friends. I shall not even need the sum Mr. Simeon 
mentioned afler the first year; and it is not impossible 
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that I may be able to live widiout any assistanoe at all. 
I confess I feel .pleasure at the thought ,of this, not 
through a|)y vain pride of independence^ but becaiise I 
shall then give a more unbiassed testimony to tbe trulihy 
than if I were supposed to be bound to it by any ties cf 
obligation or gratitude. I shall always feel as much in- 
-debted for intended as for actually afforded assistance; 
and though I should never think a sense of thankfulness 
an oppressive burden, yet I shall be happy to evince it, 
when, in the eyes of the 'world, the obligation to it has been 
discharged." Never, perhaps, had any young man, 
in so short a time, excited such expectations; every 
university honour was thought to be within his reach; 
he was sec down as a medallist, and expected to take a 
senior wrangler's degree: but these expectatkms were 
poison to him; they goaded him to fresli exertions 
when his strength was spent. His situation became truly 
miserable: tp his brother, and to his mother, he wrote 
always that he had relaxed in his studies, and that he 
was better; always holding out to them his hopes, and 
his good fortune: but to tbe most intimate of his friends, 
(Mr. Haddock,) his letters tdld a different tale: to him 
he complained of dreadful palpitations —• of nights of 
sleeplessness and horror, and of spirits depressed to the 
very depth of wretchedness, so that he went from one 
acquaintance to another, imploring society, even as a 
starvuig be^ar entreats for food. During tbe course of 
this summer, it was expected that the masterehip of the 
frecHSchool at Nottixigham would shortly become vacant. 
A rdation of his fiunily was at that time mayor of the 
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txfwn ; he su^ested to tfaem what an advantageous sitimtion 
it would be £»* Henry, and of&red to secure for him 
the necessary interest* But though the salary and emolu- 
ments are estimated at from 4 to 6001. per annum, H^iry 
declined the oii^; because, had he accepted it, it would 
have frustrated his intentions with respect to the ministry* 
This was certainly no common act of forbearance in one 
so situated as to fortune^ especially as the hope which he 
had most at heart, was that of being enabled to assist his 
femUy, and in some degree requite the care and anxiety 
of his &ther and mother, by making them comfortable in 
their declining years. * 

The indulgence shown him by his college, in provid- 
ing him a tutor during the long vacation, was peculiarly 
unfortunate. His only chance of life was from relax- 
ation, and home was the only place where be would have 
relaxed to any purpose. Before this time he had 
seemed to be gaining strength ; it failed as the year 
advanced: he went once more to London to recruit 
himself, — the worst place to which he could have gone: 
the variety of stimulating objects there hurried and agi- 
tated him, and wheii he returned to college, he was sd 
completely ill, that no power of medicine could save him. 
IDs mind was worn out, and it was the opinion of his 
medical attendants, that if he had recovered, his intet* 
lect would have been a£fected. His brother NeviHe wa» 
just at this time to have visited him. On his first seizure, 
Henry found himself too iH to receive him, and wrote to 
say so- he added; with that anxious tenderness towards 
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the feelings of a most affecti<niate family which always ap* 
peared in his letters, that he thought himself recovering; 
but his disorder increased so ri^idly^ that this letter was 
never sent; it was found in his podket after his disease* 
One of his friends wrote to acquaint NeviUe with his daiH 
ger : he hastened down ; but Heniy was delirious when he 
arrived. He knew him only for a few moments ; the next 
day sunk into a state of stupor; and on Sunday, October 
19th9 1806, it pleased God to remove him to a better 
world and a higher state of existence. 



The will which I had manifested to serve Heniy» he 
had accepted as the deed, and had e}q)ressed himself 
upon the subject in teHns which it would have humUed 
me to read, at any other time than when I was perform, 
ing the last service to his memory. On his decease, Mr. 
B* Maddock addressed a letter to me^ informit^ me of 
the event, as cme who had professed an interest in his 
friend's fortunes. I enquired^ in my rqply, if there was 
any intuition of publishing what he might have left, and 
if I could be of any assistance in the publication : this led 
to a correspondence with his excellent brother, and the 
whole of his papers were consigned into my handsjt with 
as many of his letters as could be collected. 

These ptqiers (exclusive ,ot the correspondence) filled 
a boK of considerable size. Mr. Coleiidge was present 
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vfhen I opened tbem, and was, as well as myself equally 
afl^ted and astonished at the proo& of indu9try which 
they displayed. Some of them had been written before 
his hand was formed, probably before he was thirteen. 
There were papers upon law, upon electricity, upon che- 
mistry, upon the Latin and Greek languages, from their 
rudiments to the higher branches of critical study, upon 
history, chronology, divinity, the fathers, &c. Nothing 
seemed to have escaped him. His poems were nume- 
rous : among the earliest, was a sonnet addressed to my- 
seb^ long before the little intercourse which had sub- 
sisted between us had taken place. Little did he 
think, when it was written, on what occasion it would 
fill into my hands. He had b^un three tragedies when 
very young ; one was upon Boadicea, another upon Inez 
de Castro: the third was a fictitious subject. He had 
planned also a History of Nottingham. There was a let- 
ter upon the fimous Nottingham election, whidi seemed 
to have been intended either, for the newspapers, or for a 
separate pamphlet. It was written to confute the absurd 
stories of the Tree of Liberty, and the Goddess of Reason ; 
with the most minute knowledge of the circumstances, 
and a not improper feeling of indignation against so in- 
famous a calumny: and this came with more weight 
fi*om him, as his party incIinationB seem to have leaned 
towards the side which he was opposing. This was his 
only finished composition in prose. Much of his time^ 
latterly, had been devoted to the study of Greek pro- 
sody: he had begun several poems in Greeks and a 
translation of the Sanson Agonistes. I have in£|iected 
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all the existing manuscripts of Oialitertoii) aM diey es^cited 
less wonder than these. 

Had my knowledge of Henry terminated here, I 
should have hardly believed that my admiration and re* 
gret for him could have been enbreased ; but I had yet 
to learn that his moral quflities, his good sense, and his 
whole feelings, were as admirable as his industry and ge- 
nius. All his letters to his family have been communi- 
cated to me without reserve, and most of those to his 
friends* A selection from these are arranged in chro- 
nological order in these volumes, which will make him 
his own biographer, and lay open to the world as pure 
And as excellent a heart, as it ever pleased the Almighty 
to warm with life. Much has been suppressed, which, 
if H^ry had been like Chatterton^ of another gener^ 
ittion, I should willingly have published, and the world 
would willingly have received; but in doing honour to the 
dead^ I have been scrupulously careful never to forget the 



It is not possible to conceive a human being more ami- 
able in all the relations of life. He was the confidential 
friend and adviser of every member of his family ; this he 
instinctively became; and the thorough good sense of his 
^vice is not less remarkable;, than the affection with 
whidi it is always communicated. To his mother he is as 
earnest in beseeching her to be careful of her health, as 
lie is in labouring ta convince her that his own com- 
plaints were al^ting; his letters to her are always of 
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hopes, of oonsotatk)!!, and of love. To Neville Be write» 
with the most brotherly intimacy, still, however, in that 

• 

occasional tone of advice which it was his nature to as- 
sume^ not fircxn any arrogance of superiority, but from 
earnestness of pure affection. To his younger ^rother he 
addresses himself like the tenderest and wisest parent ;^ 
and to two sixers, th«i too young for any other commu- 
nieation^ he writes to direct their studies, to enquire into 
thear progress, to encourage and to improve them. Such 
letters as these are not for the public : but they to whom 
they are addressed will lay them to their hearts like relics, 
and will find in them a saving virtue, more than ever relics 
possessed. 

With regard to his poems, the criterion for selection 
was not so plain: undoubtedly many have been chosen 
which he himself would not have published; and some 
few which, had he lived to have taken that rank among 
English poets, which would assuredly have been within 
his reach, I also should then have rgected among his 
posthumous papers. I have, however, to the best of my 
judgment, selected none which does not either mark the 
state of his mind, or its progress, or discover evident 
proofs of what he would have been, if it had not been 
the will of Heaven to remove him so soon. The reader, 
who feels any admiration for Henry, will take some in- 
terest in all these Remains, because they are his : he who 
^all feel none must have a blind heart, and therefore a 
blind understanding. Such poems are to be considered 
as making up his history. But the greater number are 
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of such beauty, that Chatterton is the ont^ youthful poet 
whom he does not leave far behind him. 

While he was under Mr, Grainger, he wrote very little ; 
and when he went to Cambridge, he was advised to stifle 
his poetical fire, for severer and more important studies ; 

r 

to lay a billet on the embers until he had taken his de- 
gree, and then he might fan it into a flame again. This 
advice he followed so scrupulously, that a few fragments, 
written chiefly upon the back of his mathematical papers, 
are all which he produced at the university. The greater 
part, therefore, of these poems, indeed nearly the whole 
of them, were written before he was nineteen. Wise as 
the advice may have been which had been given him, 
it is now to be regretted that he adhered to it, his latter 
fragments bearmg all those marks of improvement whidi 
were to be expected from a mind so rapidly and con- 
tinually progressive. Frequently he expresses a fear that 
early death would rob him of his &me ; yet, short as his 
life was, it has been long aiough for him to leave works 
worthy of remembrance. The very circumstance of his 
early death gives a new interest to his memory, and 
thereby new force to his example. Just at that age when 
the painter would have wished to fix his likeness, and 
the lover of poetry would delight to contemplate him, in 
the fair morning of his virtues, the full spring blossom 
of his hopes,— * just at that age hath death set the seal 
of eternity upon him, and the beailtifiil hath been made 
permanent To the young poets who come afier him^ 
Henry will be what Chatterton was to him ; and they 
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will find in him' an. example of hopes, with regard to 
worldly fortmie, as hmnble, and as exalted in all better 
things, as are enjoined equally by wisdom and religion, 
by the experience of man, and the word of God : and 
this example will be as encouraging as it is excellent. It 
has been too much the custom to complain that genius is 
neglected, and to blame the public when the public is not 
in fault. They who are thus lamented as the victims of 
genius, have been, in almost every instance, the victims 
of their own vices; while genius has been mad^ like 
charity, to cover a multitude of sins, and to excuse that 
which in reality it aggravates. In this age, and in this 
country, whoever deserves encouragement is, sooner or 
later, sure to receive it Of this Henry's history is an 
honourable proof. The particular patronage which he 
accepted was given as much to his piety and religious 
opinions as to his genius : but assistance was offered him 
from other quarters. Mr. P. Thomson, (of Boston, Lin- 
colnshire,} merely upon perusing his little volume^ wrote 
to-know how he could serve him ; and there were many 
friends of literature who were ready to have afforded him 
any support which he needed, if he had not been thus 
provided. In the university he received every encourage- 
ment which he merited; and from Mr. Simeon and his 
tutor, Mr. Catton, the most fatherly^kindness. 

<< I can venture,'' says a lady of Cambridge, in a letter 
to his brother, *^ I can venture to say, with certainty, 
there was no member of the university, however high his 
rank or talents, who would not have been happy to have 
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availed themselves of the opportunity of bemg acquainted 
with Mr* Henry Kirke White. I mention this to intro- 
duce a wish which has been expressed to me so often by 
die senior members of the university^ that I dare not de- 
dine the task they have imposed upon me: it is their 
hope that Mr. Southey will do as much justice to Mr. 
Henry White's limited wishes, to his unassamhig preten- 
nonsy and to his rational and fervent piety, as to his v»* 
rious acquirementSi his polished taste, his poetical fancy» 
his undeviating principles, and th^ exceUence of bis mo. 
ral character ; and that he will suffer it to he understood^ 
that these inestimable qualities had not been unobserved^ 
nor would they have remained unacknowledged. It was 
the general observation, that he possessed genius without 
its eccentricities/' 

Of his fervent piety, his letters, his prayers, and his 
hymns, will afford ample and interesting proofs. I must 
be permitted to say, that my own views of the religion of 
Jesus Christ differ essentially from the system of belief 
which he had adopted ; but, having said this, it is indeed 
my anxious wish to do full justice to piety so fervent It 
was in him a living and quickening principle of goodness^ 
which sanctified all his hopes and all his affections; which 
made him keep watch over bis own heart, and enaUed him 
to correct the few sjnaiptoms, which it ever displayed, of 
human imperfection. 

His temper had been irritable in his younger days ; but 
this he had long since effectually overcome : the marks of 
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youthful confidence, which appear in his earliest letter^ 
had also disappeared ; and it was impossible for man to be 
more tenderly patient of the faults of others^ more uniformly 
meek, or more unaffectedly humble. He seldom discovered 
any sportiyeness of imagination, though he would very ably 
and pleasantly rally any one of his friends for any little 
peculiarity ; his conversation was always sober and to the 
purpose. That which is most remarkable in him, is his 
uniform good sense, a &culty perhaps less common than 
genius. There never existed a more dutiful son, a 
more affectionate brother, a warmer firiend, nor a devouter 
Christian. Of his powers of mind it is superfluous to 
speak ; they were acknowledged wherever they were known. 
It would be idle too to say what hopes were entertained of 
him, and what he might have accomplished in literature. 
These volumes contain what he has left, immature buds and 
blossoms shaken from the tree, and green fruit; yet will 
they evince what the harvest would have been, and secure 
for him that remembrance upon earth for which he toiled. 

" Thou soul of God's best earthly mouldy 
Thou happy soul ! and can it be 

That these •• 

Are all that must remain of thee !'' 

WoiU>SWOATR» 



LETTERS, 



LETTERS. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottingham, September, 1799. 
IIEAB BXtOTHEfi, 

IN consequence of your repeated sc^citations, I now sit 
down to write to you, although I never received an an- 
swer to the last letter which I wrote, nearly six months 
ago ; but, as I never heard you mention it in any of my 
mother's letters, I am induced to think it has^ miscarried, 
or been mislaid in yourcffice. 

It is now nearly four months since I entered into Mr. 
Coldham's office ; and it is with pleasure I can assure you, 
that I never yet found any thing disagreeable, but, on the 
contrary, every thing I do seems a pleasure to me, and 
for a very obvious reason, — it is a business which I like — * 
a business which I chose be£?re all others ; and I have 
two good-tempered, easy masters, but who will, neverthe- 
kfs^ see that their business is done in a neat and proper 
manner. The study of the law is well known to be a dry 
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difficult tasky and requires a comprehensiy^ good under*" 
standing ; and I hope you will allow me (without charging 
me with egotism) to have a tolerable one ; and [I trust 
with perseverance, and a very large law library to refer 
to, I shall be able to accomplish the study of so much 

r 

of the laws of England, and our system of jurisprudence, 
in less than five years, as to enable me to be a country 
attorney ; and then, as I shall have two more years to 
serve, I hope I shall attain so much knowledge in all 
parts of the law, as to enable me, with a little study at 
the inns ci court, to hold an argument on the nice points 
in the law with the best attorney in the kingdom. A 
man that understands the law is sure to have business; 
and in case I have no thoughts, in case, that is, that I do 
not aspire to hold the honourable place of a barrister, I 
shall feel sure of gaining a genteel livelihood at the busi- 
Bess to which lam articled. 

I attend at the office at eight in the mornings and 
leave at eight in the evening ; then attend my Latin un- 
til nine, which, you may be sure, is pretty close confine- 
ment* 

Mr. Coldham is clerk to the commercial commis- 
sioners, which has occasioned us a deal of extraordinary 
work. I worked all Sunday, and until twelve o'clock on 
Saturday night, when they were hurried to give in the 
certificates to the bank. We had also a very trouble- 
some cause last assizes. The Corporation versus Gee^ 
which we (the attomies for the corporation) lost. It 
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really a very fttiguiag day, (I mean the day cm ^vhich 
it was tried.) I never got any thing to.eat, from five in 
the afternoon the preceding day, until twelve the next 
night, when the trial ended. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE- 

Notdngham, a6th June, z8oo. 
DSAR BBOTHSR^ 



Mr mother has allowed me a g0od deal lately (ot 
books, and I have a large assortment^ {A retailer^s phrase.) 
But I hope yon do not suppose they consist of novels j—i 
no — I have made a firm resolution never to spend above 
cme hour at this amusement. Though I have been 
obliged to enter into this resolution in consequence of a 
initiated taste acquired by reading romances, I do not in-* 
tend to banish them entirely from my desk* After long 
and fetiguing researches in Blackstone or Coke, when, the 
mind becomes weak, through intense application, Tom 
Jones or Robinson Crusoe will afford a pleasing and ne^ 
cessary relaxation. 

A-propos — now we are speaking of Robinson Crusoe, 
I! shall observe, that it is allowed to be the best novel for 
yondi in .the English . language* De Foe, the authors 

TOX^ I. F 
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was a singular character; but af I make no doubt yov 
haye read his life, I will not trouble you with any further 
remarks. ' 

The books which I now read with attention, are Black- 
stone, Knox's Essays, Plutarch, Chesterfield's Letters, 
four large volumes, Virgil, Homer, and Cicero, and se- 
veral others. Blackstone and Knox, Virgil and Cicero, 
I have got; the others I read out of Mr. Coldham's 
Kbrary. I have finished Rollin's Ancient History, Blair^s 
Lectures, Smith's Wealth of Nations, Hume's England, 
and British Nepos, lately. When I have read Knox I 
will send it you, and recommend it to your attentive 
perusal ; it is a most excellent work. I also read now the 
British Classics, the cogimon edition of which I now take 
in ; it comes every fortnight; I dare say you have seen it, 
it is Cooke's edition. I would recommend you also to 
read these; I will send them to you. I have got the 
Citizen of the World, Idler, Goldsmith's Essays, and part 
of the Ramblerit I will send you soon the fourth niiEii^ 
ber <£ the Monthly Preceptor. I am noticed as worthy 
of commendation, and as affording an encouraging pros- 
pect of future excellence. — You wiU lau^. . I have also 
turned poet, and have translated an ode of Horace into 
English, verse^ also for the Monthly Preceptor^ but, un« 
fortunately, when I sent it, I forgot the title, so it won't 
be noticed. 

I do not forsid^<^ the fi6wery paths of poesy, finr that is 
my dbipf delight; I read the best poets. Mr.Coldhan 



hfts- got Jbbnson^s orai{Jbt« set, witb thmr Ufos; tiuse ef 
course I read. 

With a Kttle drudgery, I read Italian — Have got some 
good Italian works, as Pastor Fidb, &c« &c I taught 
myself and have got a grammar. 

I must now beg leave to return you my sincere thanks 
for youf kind preset. I like *< La Bruyere the Less" 
very much; I have read the original La Bruyere: I think 
him like Rouchefoucault. Madame de Genlis ii a very 
able woman. 
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But I must now attempt . ta excuse my n£gleet in not 
writing to you. Firsl^ I hove .been very, bi^y with tfaesd 
essays and poems for. the Monthly Preceptor* Second, 
I was ra;&er angry at your last letter*^! can beat; ssay 
thing bat a «neer, and it was one continued gim from be>^ 
ginning to end, a& were all the .notices you mude iof >me 
in my mother's lettens, and I could not,, nor .^an I n^mivv 
brook it. I could say much m^e, but it is very late, and 
must beg leave to wish you good nigl^t. 

X am^ dear brother, . 

Your aiFectionate friend, 

H. K. WHITE. 

F. S. You may eqpept. a. rc^gular covrei^ondenoe &oni 

... ■ ^ . r.-a . : . '. . . .-. . 



($8 

me. m future^ . but ho sneers ; and shall be very obliged by 
a long letter. 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottuagham, 25th June, i9oa» 

ilXAR NEVIIiLE^ 

• # • # # 

You are inclined to flatter me when you compare my 
application with yours; in truth, I am not half so a»- 
"siduous as you, and I am conscious I waste a deal of 
time unwittingly. But, in reading, I am upon the con* 
tinual search for ihaproyement : I thirst after knowledge 
and diough my disposition is naturally idle, I conquer it 
when reading an useful book. The plan which I pursued^ 
in .order to subdue my disinclination to dry books, was 
lhi% to b^in attentively to peruse it, and continue thus 
one hour every day: the book insensibly, by this means^ 
becomes pleasing to. you; and even when reading Blackr 
stone's Commentaries, .which are very dry^ I lay down the 
book with regret. 

With regard to the Monthly Preceptor, I certainly shall 
be agreeable, to your taking it in,, as my only objec^n 
was the extreme impatienc&.which I feel to see whether 
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txkf essays have been successful i but this maybe obviated 
by your speedy perusal, and not neglecting to forward it* 
But you must have the goodness not to begin till August^ 
08 my bookseller cannot stop it this month. 



I had a ticket giveipi me to the boxes, on Monday 
night, for the benefit of Campbell, from Drury-Lane^ 
and there was such a riot as never was experienced here 
before. He is a democrat, and the soldiers , planned a 
riot in conjunction with the mob, We heard the shout- 
ing:, of the rabble in the- street before the pkn/ was over* 
the moment the curtain dropt, an officer went into the 
front box, and gave the word of command t immediately 
about sixty troopers started up, and six trumpeters in 
the pit played ^^ 6od save the Ejng/' The noise waa 
astonishing. The officers in the boxes then drew their 
swords; and at another signal the privates in the pit drev^ 
their bludgeons, which they had hitherto concealed, ai)4 
attacked all indiscriminately, that had not an uniform: 
the officers did the same with their swords, and the house 
was one continued scene of confusion: one pistol was 
fired^ and the ladies were fainting in the lobby. The 
outer doors were shut to keep out the mob, and the 
people jumped on the stage as a last resource. One of 
these noble officers, seeing one man stand in the pit with 
las hat on, jumped over the division, and cut him witbt 
his sword, which the man instantly wrenched from him, 
and broken whilst the officer sneaked back in disgrace; 

J 9 
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Tbey thea Tormed h trobp,^ ^d having #mptii^ the play« 
house, they scoured the streets with their swords, and re^ 
turned home victorious. The players are, in consequence^ 
dismissed ; and we have informations in our office against 
the officers. 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottingham, Itfichadnias-cbiyy ito^ 

BSAR NEtlLLE^ 

I CANNOT divine what, in an epistolary correqMmdeno^ 
ean have such charms (with people who Write only com- 
ftion-place occurrences) as to detach a man from his usual 
affairs, and make him waste time and p^er dn what can* 
tiot be of the least real benefit to his correspondent* 
Amongst relatives, certainly there is always an incitem^it; 
We always feel an anxiety for their welfare. But I histve 
no^f^£? so dear to me, as to cause me to take the trou* 
ble of reading his letters, if they only contained an ao* 
count of his health, and the mere nothings of the -day; 
indeed, such an one would be unworthy of irienddbip^ 
What then is requisite to make one's correspondence va<* 
luable? I answer, sound sense. Nothing more is reqttt4> 
lite ; as to the style, one may very readily excuse its fauks^ 
if i^paid by the sentiments. You have better natural Mi* 
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IHies than many youdi^ bikt it is with n^grei 1 see thitt yon 
will not give yourself the trouble of writing a good letter^ 
There is hardly any qpecies of ccnnposition (in my <^i* 
nion) easier than the epistolary; but, my friend, you ne- 
ver found any art, however trivial, that did not require 
some application at first. For, if an ardst, instead of en« 
deavouring to surmount the difficulties which presented 
themselves, were to rest contented with mediocrity, how 
could he possibly ever arrive at excellence? Thus 'tis 
with you; instead of that indefatigable perseverance which, 
in other cases, is a leading trait in your character, I hear 
you say, " Ah, my poor brainy were never formed for let- 
ter writings — I shall never write a good letter," or some 
such phrases ; and thus by despairing of ever arriving at 
eoLceUencej you render yourself hardly tolerable. You 
may, perhaps, think this art beneath your notice, or Uih 
worthy of your pains ; if so, you are assuredly mistaken^ 
for there is hardly any thing which would contribute more 
to the advancement of a young man, or which is more 
eng^g. 

You read, I believe, a good deal; nothing could be 
more acceptable to me, or more improving to you, than 
making a part of your letters to consist of your senti- 
ments, and opinion of the books you peruse ; you have 
no idea how beneficial this would be to yourself; and that 
you are able to do it I am certain. One of the greatest 
impedunents to good writing, is the thinking too much 
before you note down. This, I think, you are not en- 
tirely firee from. I hope, that by always writing the first 
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)de^ that presents itself, you will soon eonquet it; iby let^ 
tors are always the rough first draft, of course there are 
many alterations; these you will excuse* 

I have written most of my letters to you in so negligent 
ft manner, that, if you would have the goodness to return 
all you have preserved, sealedy I will peruse them, and all 
sentiences worth preserving I will extract^ and return. 

Tou observe^ in your last, that your letters are read with 
contempt — Do you speak as you think ? 

• 

You had better write again to Mr. . Between 

friends, the common forms of the world in writing letter 

for letter, need not be observed; but never write three 

without receiving one in return, because in that case they 

. must be thought unworthy of answer. 

We have been so busy lately, I could not answer youn 
sooner. — Once a month suppose we write to each other. 
If you ever find that my correspondence is not worth the 
trouble of carrying on, inform me of it, and it shall cease. 



P. S. If any expression in this be too harsh, e:|Lcuse it* 
-I am not in an ill humour, recollect. 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottingham^ nth April, i8oi« 
BEAR NEVILLE, 

On opening yours, I was highly pleased to find two 
and a half sheets of paper, and nothing could exceed my 
joy at so apparently long a letter; but, upon finding it 
consisted of sides filled after the rate of five words in a 
hne, and nine lines in a page, I could not conceal my cha<- 
grin ; and I am sure I may very modestly say, that one of 
my ordinary pages contains three of yours : if yo^ knew 
half the pleasure I.feel in your correspondence, I am con* 
fident you would lengthen your letters* You tantalize me 
with the hopes of a prolific harvest, and I find, alas I a 
thin crop, whose goodness only makes me lament its 
scantiness. 



X had almost forgot to tell you, that I have obtained 
the first- prize (of a pair of Adams's twelve-inch globes^ 
value three guineas) in the first class of the Monthly Pre- 
ceptor. The subject was an imaginary tour firom London 
to Edinburgh. It is printed consequently, and shall send 
it to you the very first opportunity. The proposals stated, 
that the essay was not to exceed three pages when printed 
•i— mine takes seven ; therefore I am astonished they gave 
me the first prize. There was an extraordinary number of 
candidates ; and they said they never had a greater num« 
ber of excellent ones, and they wished they could have' 
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given thirty prizes. You will find it (in a letter) ad« 
dressed to N — — , meaning yourself. 



Warton is a poet from whom I have derived the most 
exquisite pleasure and gratification. He abounds in sub- 
limity and loftiness of thought, as well as expression. 
His " Pleasures of Melancholy" is truly a sublime poem. 
The following passage I particularly admire : 

« 

^ Nor undelightful in the solemn noon 

Of night, where, haply wakeful from my couch 

I start, lo, all i« motionless around ! 

Roan not the .rushing wind; thesons ofmen» 

And every beast^ in mute oblivion lie ; 

All Nature's hush'd in silence, and in sleep. 

Oh, then, how fearful is it to reflect. 

That thro' the still globe^s awful solitude 

No being' wakes but me." 

How affecting are the latter lines ! it is impossible to 
withstand the emotions which rise on its perusal, and I 
envy not that man his insensibility who can read, them 
with apathy. Many of the pieces of the Bible are writ- 
ten in this sublime manner: one psalm, I think the i8th, 
is a perfect master-piece, and has been imitated by many 
poets. Compare these^ or the above quoted from War* 
ton, with the finest piece in Pope, and then judge of the 
rank which he holds as a poet. Another instance of the 
sublime in poetry I will give you from AkensideV ad- 
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miraMe <^ Fteasores of Imagination," where, speaking of* 
the soul, he says, she 

** Rides on the ¥0116/(1 lightning thro' the heav'nsy 
And yok'd with whirlwinds, and the northern blast. 
Sweeps the long tract of day." 

Many of these instances of sublimity will occur to you in 
Thomson. 

James begs leave to present you with Bloomfield's 
Farmer's Boy. Bloomfield has no grandeur or height; 
he is a pastoral poet, and the simply sweet is what you 
are to expect from him ; nevertheless, his descriptions are 
sometimes little inferior to Thomson. 



How pleased should I be, Neville, to have you with 
us at Nottingham ! Our fire-side would be delightful. < — I 
should profit by your sentiments and experience, and you 
possibly might gain a little from my cimall bookish know- 
ledge. But I am afi*aid that time will never come; your 
time of apprenticeship is nearly expired, and, in all ap- 
pearance, the small residue that yet remains will be passed 
in hated Londoi> When you are emancipated, you will 
h§ve to mix in the bustle of the world, in all probability, 
also, far from home; so that when we have just learnt 
how happy we might mutually make ourselves, we find 
scarcely a diadow of a probability of ever having the op« 
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portimity. Well, well, it is in vain to resist the immutable 
decrees of fate. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

NottinghazD^ April, i8oi« 

. DEAR NEVILLE, 

As I know you will pcurticipate with me In the plea* 
sure I receive, ifrom literary distinctions, I hasten to in- 
form you, that my poetical Essay on Gratitude is printed 
in this month's Preceptor; that my remarks on Warton 
are promised insertion in the next nionth's Mirror; and 
that my Essay on Truth is printed in the present (April) 
Monthly Visitor. The Preceptor I shall not be able to 
send you imtil the end of this month. The Visitor you 
will herewith receive. The next month's Mirror I shall 
consequently buy. I wish it were not quite so i»xpensiv(v 
as I think it a very good work. Benjamin Thomson, 
Capel Loffi, Esq., Robert Bloomfield, Thomas Dermody, 
Mr. Gilchrist, under the signature of Octavius, Mrs. Blore, 
a noted female writer, under the sognature of Q. Z. ar» 
correspondents ; and the editors are not only men o^ 
genius and taste, but of the greatest respectability. As I- 
shall now be a regular contributor to this work, and as I 
think it contains much good matter, I have half an incli^ 
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aation to / take it in^ more especially as you have got Uie 
prior ydames ; but in the present state of my finances it 
•will not be prudent, unless you accede to a proposal, 
which, I think, will be gratifying to yourself. — It is, to 
take it in conjunction with me; by which means we shall 
both hai^e the same enjojnnent of it, with half the ex-^ 
pence. It is of little consequence who takes them, only 
lie must be expeditious in reading them. If you have any 
]the least objection to this scheme^ do not* suppress it 
through any regard to punctilio. I have only proposed it, 
and it is net very material whether you concur or not; 
only exercise your own discretion. 

You say, (speaking of a passage concerning you in my 
last,) *< this is compliment sufficient; the rest must be 
flattery." —i Do you seriously, Neville^ think me capable 
offlattery? 

As you well know I am a carping, critical little dog, 
you will not be surprised at my observing, that there is 
0ne figure in your last that savours rather of the ludin 
crous, when you talk of a << butterfly hopping firom book 
to book." 

. As to the something that I am to find out, that is a 
perpetual bar to your progress in knowledge^ &c. I am 
inclined to think, Doctor, it is merely conceiU You fimcy 
ibat you cannot write a letter — you dread its. idea; you 
conceive that a work of four volumes would require the 
labours of a life to read through ; you persuade youi^elf 
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that you cannot retain wliat you read^ and in despair ds 
not attempt to conquer tbese viaiunary impediments; 
Confidence^ Neville^ in one's own -abilitieB^ is a sure fore<* 
ranaer (in siniilar circumstances with the present) of sue^ 
oess* As an iUufltration of this^ I beg leave to adduce the 
example of Pope, who had so high a sense, in his youths 
or rather in his infancy^ of his own capacity tihat tfaerf 
was nothmg of which, when once set about, he did not 
think himaelf capable; and, as Dr* Johnson has observed, 
the natural consequence of this minute perception c( his 
own powers, was his arriving at as high a pitch of per« 
fection as it was possible for a man with ^&w natural 
endowments, to attain. 



When you wish to read Johnson's Lives of the Poet% 
send for them: I have lately purchased them. I have 
now a large library. My mother allows me ten pounds 
per annum for dothes. I always dress in a ]%spectable^ 
and even in a genteel manner, yet I can make much less 
than this sum suffice. My father generally gives me one 
coat in a year, and I make two serve. I then receive one 
guinea per annum for keeping my mother's books ; one 
guinea per annum pocket-money ; and by other means I 
gain, perhaps, two guineas more per annum: so that I 
hfgfre been able to buy pretty many; and when you come 
home^ you will find me in my study, surrounded with 
books and papers. I am a perfect garreteer : great part 
of my iibrary, however, consists of professional book% 

12 
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Have y<m read Burke on the SabUme? Knox's Wiiiti^r 
Evening ? — Can lend them to you^ if you have not. 

Really^ Neville, were you fiilly sensible how much my 
tune is occupied, principally about my profession, as a 
primary concern, and in the hours necessarily set apart to 
relaxation, on polite literature, to which, as a hobby-horse^ 
I am very desirous of paying some attention, you would 
not be angry at my delay in writings or my short letters* 
It is always with joy that I devote a leisure hour to you, 
as it afibrds you gratification; and rest assured, that I 
* always, participate in your pleasure, and poignantly fed 
every adverse incident which causes you pain. 

Permit me, however, again to observe, that one of my 
sheets is equal to two of yours ; and I cannot but consider 
this is a kind of fallacious deception, for you always think 
that your letters contain so much more than mine, be- 
cause they occupy more room. If you were to count the 
words, the difference would not be so great. You must 
also take in account the unsealed communications to peri- 
odical works, which I now reckon a part of my letter; 
and therefore you must excuse my concluding, on the first 
sheet, by assuring you that I still remain 

Your firiend and brother, 

H. K. WHITE. 

P. S. A postscript is a natural appendage to a letter. — 
I only have to say, that positively you shall receive a 
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MX or eight sheet letter, and that written l^bly* we 
long. 



TO MR. BOOTH. 

Nottingham, August xath^ 1 $01. 

I MUST beg leave to apologize for not having re- 
turned my sincere acknowledgments to yourself and Mrs. 
Bootby for your very acceptable presents, at an earb'er 
period. I now, however, acquit myself of the duty; and 
assure you, that from both of the works I have received 
much gratification and edification, but more particularly 
from pne on the Trinity % a production which displays 
much erudition, and a very laudable zeal for the true 
interests of religion. Religious polemics, indeed, have 
seldom formed a part of my studies ; though, whenever 
I happened accidentally to turn my thoughts to the sub- 
ject of the Protestant doctrine of the Godhead, and com- 
pared it with Arian and Socinian, many doubts inter- 
fered, and I even began to think that the more nicely 
the subject was investigated, the more perplexed it would 
appear, and was on the point of forming a resolution to 
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* Jones on the Trinity. 
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go to hcfayen in my own way, without meddHng or in^- 
volving mysetf in the 'inextricable labyrinth of contro- 
versial dispute, when I received and perused this excel- 
lent treatise, which finally cleared up the mists which my 
Ignorance had conjured around me, and clearly pointed 
out the real truth. The intention of the author pre- 
cluded the possibility of his employing the ornaments 
and graces of composition in his work; for as it was 
meant for all ranks, it must be suited to all capacities; 
but the arguments are drawn up and arranged in so 
forcible and perspicuous a manner, and are written so 

ft 

■ plainly, yet pleasingly, that I was absolutely charmed with 
tl^em. 

The " Evangelical Clergyman^ is a very smart piece ; 
the author possesses a considerable portion of sarcastic 
spirit, and no little acrimony, perhaps not consistent with 
the christian meekness which he wishes to inculcate. I 
consider, however, that London would not have many 
graces, or attractions, if despoiled of all the amusements 
to which, in one part of his pamphlet, he objects. In 
theory, the destruction of these vicious recreations is 
very fine; but in practice, 1 am afraid he would find it 
quite dijBferent. * * * The other parts of this 
piece are very just, and such as every person must sub- 
scribe to. Clergymen, in general, are not what they 

ought to be; and I think Mr. has pointed out 

their duties very accurately. But I am afraid I shall be 
deemed impertinent and tiresome, in trdubling you with 
ill-timed and obtrusive opinions, and beg leave, there- 

VOL. I. G 
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forc) .to conclude, with respects to yourself' and Mrs^ 
Boot& by assuring you that I am, according to custom 
fiom time immemorial^ and in due form. 

Dear Sir, 
Your obliged humble Servant, 

HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 



TO MR- CHARLESWORTH. 

NottJnghamy ' ■ ■ 1S0^» 

DEAR SIR, 

I AM sure you will excuse me for not having im- 
mediately answered your letter, when I relate the cause* 
— -I was preparing^ at that moment when I received 
yours, a volume of poems for the press, which I shall 
shortly see published. I finished and sent them o£F for 
London last night; and I now hasten to acknowledge your 
letter. 

I Am very happy that any poem of mine should meet 
with your approbation. I prefer the cool and dispas- 
sionato praise of the discriminate fea^ to the boisterous 
i^plause of the cramd. 

Our professions neither of them leave much leisure 
for the ^udy of polite literature; I myself have, how- 
ever, coined time^ if you will allow the metaphor ; and 
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wliile I hare made' sudi a prafieieiurf in the hw, '^; has 
ensured me the regard of mfgovernorSf I hal^e^ pm my 

•secret devoirs to the ladies of Helicon. My draughts 
at Ae *^ fountaiiir Arethuse/' it is true^ hai^e been prin- 
cipally made at the hour of midnight^ when even die guar- 
dian nymphs of the well may be supposed to have dept; 
they are, consequent^, stolen* and forced. I do not see 
any tiling in the .eonfinem^]^ of our situations, in the 
mean time, which should separate congoiial minds. A 
literary acquaintance is, to me, always valuable; and a 

Jriendf whether lettered or unlettered, is highly worth 
cultivation. I Hope we shall both of us have enough lei* 
sure to keep up an intimacy, which began very agreeably 
for me, and has been suffered to decay with regret. 

r 

I am not able to do justice to youoimfortunate friend 
Gill ; I knew him only superficially, and yet I saw enough 
of his unassuming modesty, and simplicity of manners, 
to feel a conviction that he had a valuable heart. The 
verses on the other side are perhaps beneath mediocrity ; 
they are, sincerely, the work of thirty minutes this morn- 
ing, and I send them to you with all their imperfections on 
their head. 

Perhaps they will have sufficient merit for the Notting- 
ham paper, at least their locality will shield them a little 
in that situation, and give them an interest they do not 
otherwise possess. 

Do you think palling the Naiads of the ifountains 

G 2 
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«* Nymphs of Paeon" is an allowable liberty ? The allusion 
is to their healthy and bracing qualities. 

The last line of the seventh stanza contains an apparent 
pleonasm^ to say no worse of it, and yet it was not written 
as such* The idea was from the shriek of Death (personi- 
fied) and the scream of the dying man. 



ELEGY 

Occasioned hf the Deidh of Mr. Gilly who was drowned in the River 
Trent f while bathingf 9th August, 1802. 

1. 

He sunk — th' impetuous river roll'd along, 
The sullen wave betray'd his dying breath ;^ 

And rising sad the rustling sedge among. 
The gale of evening touch'd the cords of death. ] 

• 

♦ 2. 

Nymph of the Trent ! why didst not thou appear 
To snatch the victim from thy felon wave I 

Alas ! too late thou cam'st to embalm his tier. 
And deck with water-flags his early grave. 



* Iliis line may appear somewhat obscure. It alludes to the last 
bubbling of the water, after a person has sunk, caused by the final expi- 
ration of the air from the lungs : inhalation, by introducing the water, 
produces suffocatioo. 
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9. 

' Triumphant, riding o*er its tumid prey, 
Rolls the red stream in sanguinary pride ; 
While anxious crowds, in vain, expectant stay. 
And ask the swoln corse from the murdering tide. 

4. 
The stealing tear-drop stagnates in the eye. 

The sudden sigh by friendship's bosom prpv'd, 
I mark them rise — I mark the gen'ral sigh : 

Unhappy youth ! and wert thou so bdov'd ? 

5. 
On thee, as lone I trace the Trent's green brink. 

When the dim twilight slumbers on the glade ; 
On thee my thoughts shall dwell, nor Fancy shrink 

To hold mysterious converse with thy shade. 

6. 
Of thee, as early I, with vagrant feet. 

Hail the grey-sandal'd mom in Colwick's vale. 
Of thee my sylvan reed shall warble sweet. 

And wild-wood echoes shall repeat the tale. 

7. 
And oh ! ye nymphs of Pseon ! who preside 

O'er running rill and salutary stream^ 
Guard ye in friture well the halcyon tide 

Froln the rude Death-shriek and the dying scream. 
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TO MR. M. HARRIS- 

NottinghazD, 28th March, 180^* 
DEAR SIR, 

1 WAS greatly surprised ^t your. letter of the twenty- 
seventh, for I had in reality given you up for lost. I 
should long since have written to you, in answer to your 
note about the Lexicon, but was perfectly ignorant of 
the place of your abode. For any thing I knew to the 
contrary, you might. have been quaffing the juice of the 

cocoa-nut under the broad banwes of the Indies, breath- 

• 

^ng the invigorating air of liberty in the broad savannahs 
of America, or sweltering beneath the line. I had, how- 
ever, even then, some sort of a presentiment that you 
were not quite so far removed from our foggy atmo- 
sphere, but not enough to prevent me from being asto- 
nished at finding you so near ub as Leicester, You tell 
me I must not ask you what you are doing ; I am, never- 
theless, very anxious to know; not so much, I flatter 
myself, from any inquisitiveness of spirit, as from a de- 
sire to hear of your welfare. Why, my friend^ did you 
leave us? possessing, as you did, if not exactly the 
otzum cum dignitatem something very like it; having 
every comfort and enjoyment at your call, which the 
philosophical mind can find pleasure in ; and, above all, 
blessed with that easy competence, that sweet inde- 
pendence^ which renders the fatigues of employment sup- 
portable, and even agreeable. 
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Qfu>d satis e^, cut contingUj fiihit ampliia optet* 
Certainly, to a man of your disposition, no situation 
could have more charms than yours at the Trent-Bridge. 
I r^ard those hours which I spent with you there, while 
the moon-beam was trembling on the waters, and the harp 
of Eolus was giving us its divine swells and djring falls, as 
the most sweetly tranquil of my life. 



I have applied myself rather more to Latin than to 
Greek since you left us. I make use of Schrevelius's 
Lexicon, but shall be obliged to you to buy me the Park- 
hurst, at any decent price, if possible. Can you tell itie 
any mode of joining the letters in writing in the Greek 
dmracter ; I find it di£9cnlt enoughs The following is my 
manner ; is it right ? * 



I can hafdly flatter myself that you will give yourself 
the trouble of corresponding with me, as all the advantage 
would be -on my side, without any thing to compensate for 
it on yours; but — but in fact I do not know what to say 
further, — only, that whenever you shall think me worthy 
<iS a letter, I shall be highly gratified. 



* The few Greek words which followed were beautifully written. 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

NottiDgham, 10th February^ 18031 
DEAR NEVILLE, 



Now with regard to the subscription, I shall certainly 
^ree to this mode of publication, and I am very much 
obliged to you for what you say regarding it. But we- 
must wait (except among your private friends) until we 
get Lady Derby's answer, and Proposals are printed. I 
think we shall readily raise 350, though Nottingham is 
the worst place imagiiutble for any thing of that kind. 
Even envy will interfere. I shall send proposals to Ches- 
terfield to my uncle ; to Sheffield, to Miss Gales's, (book- 
sellers,) whom I saw at Chesterfield, and who have lately 

sent me a pressing invitation to S , accompanied with 

a desire of Montgomery (the Poet Paul Positive) to see 
me; to Newark — Allen and Wright, my friends there, 
(the latter a bookseller;) and I think if they were stitched 
up with all the Monthly Mirrors, it would promote the 
subscription. You are not to take any money; that 
would be absolute begging: the subscribers put down 
their names, and pay the bookseller of whom' they get the 
copy. 



89 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottingham, lOth March, 1805. 

DEAR NEVILLE, 

I AM cured of patronage hunting; I will not expose 
myself to any more s^lar mortifications, but shall thank 
you to send' the manuscripts to Mr. Hill, with a note, 
stating that I had written to the Duchess, and receiving 
no answer, you had caUed, and been informed by a ser- 
vant, that in all probability she never read the letter, as 
she desired to know what the book was left there for i that 
you had, in consequence, come away with the manuscripts, 
under a conviction that your brother would give Her Grace 
no further trouble. State also, that you hiive received a 
letter from me, expressing a desire that the publication 
might be proceeded on without any further solicitation or 
delay. 

A name of eminence was, nevertheless, a most desirable 
thing to me in Nottingham, as it would attach more re- 
spectability to the subscription ; but I see all further efforts 
will only be productive of procrastination. 



I think you may as well begin to obtain subscribers 
amongst friends now, though ihe proposals may not be 
issued at present. 
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t have got twenty-three, without makbg the nffidr pub^ 
lie at all, among my immediate acquaintance t and mind^ 
I neither solicit nor draw the conversation to the subject, 
but a rumour has got abroad, and has been received more 
favourably than I expected. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottinghani^ 2d Maj^ 180ar« 
DEAR NEVILLE, 

I HAVE just gained a piece of intdligence which 
much vexes me. Robinson, the bookseller, knows that 
I have written to the Duchess of Devonshire^ and he 
took the liberty (certainly an unwarrantable one) to men-* 
tion it to * * *, whose » * # 

was inscribed to Her Grace. Mr. * ^ said, that 
unless I had got a friend to deliver the poems, personally^ 
into the hands of Her Grace, it was a hundred to one 
that they ever reached her ; that the porter at the lodge 
bums scores of letters and pacquets a day, and particu- 
larly all letters by the two-penny post are consigned to 
the fire. The rest, if they are not particularly excepted^ 
as inscribed with a pass name on the back, are thrown 
into a closet, to be reclaimed at leisure. He said, the 
way he proceeded was this : — He left his card at her 
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4oor, and the next day called, and was admitted. H^r 
€b:'ace then gave him permission, with this proviso, that 
the dedication was as short as possible, and contained no 
compliments, as the Duke had taken oiFence at some such 
compliments. 

Now, as my letter was ddivered by you at the door, I 
liave scarcely a doubt that it is classed with the penny- 
post letters, and burnt If my manuscripts are destroyed, 
I am ruined, but I hope it is otherwise. However, I 
think you had better call immediately, and ask for a par- 
cel of Mr. H. White, of Nottingham. They will, of 
course^ say they have no such parcel ; and then, perhaps, 
you may have an opportunity of asking whether a pacquet, 
left in the manner you le& mine, had any probability 
of reaching the Duchess. If you obtain no satisfaction, 
there remains no way of re-obtaining my volume but 
this, (and I. fear you will never agree to put it in execu^ 
ticm); to leave a card, with your name inscribed, (Mr. 
J« N. White), and call the next day. If you are admitted, 
you will state to Her Grace the purport of your errand, 
ask for a volufne of poems in manuscript, sent by your 
brother a fortnight, ago, with a letter, (say from Notting- 
ham, as a reason why I do not wait on her,) requesting 
permission of dedication to her; and that as you found 
Her Grace had not received them, you had taken the 
liberty, after many enquiries at her door, to request to see 
her in person. 

* 
I hope your diffidence will not be put; to this test; I 
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hope you wUl get the poems without trouble: as for. be^mg 
patronage) I am tired to the soul of it, and shall give 
it up. 



SE 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 



Notdn^aixii ' I BOS, 

DEAR NEVILLE, 

I WRITE you, with intelligence of a very important 
nature. You some time ago had an intimation of my 
wish to enter the church, in case my deafness was not Re- 
moved. — About a week ago I became acquainted with 
the Rev. -— , late of St. John's College, Cam- 
bridge, and in consequence of what he has said, I have 
finally determined to enter myself of Trinity College, 
Cambridge, with the approbation of all my friends. 

Mr. — — says that it is a shame to keep me away 
from the university, and that circumstances are of no 
importance. He says, that if I am entered of Trinity, 
where they are all select meuj I must necessarifyy with my 
abilities, arrive at preferment. He says he will be ai^ 
swerable that the first year I shall obtain a scholarship^ 
or an exhibition adequate to my support. That by the 
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time I have been of five years standing, I shall of course 
become a fellow, (2001. a year) ; that with the FelloW'- 
ship I may hold a Professorship, (5001. per annum), and 
a living or curacy, until better preferments occur. He 
says, thaf there is no uncertainty in the churclv to a truly 
pious man, and a man of abilities and eloquence. That 
those who are unprovided for, are generally men who, 
having no interest, are idle drones, or dissolute de- 
bauchees, and therefore ought not to expect advance- 
ment. That a poet, in particular, has the means of pa- 
tronage in his pen; and that, in one word, no young 
man can enter the church (except he be of &mily) with 
better prospects than myself. On the other hand, Mr. 
Enfield has himself often observed, that my deafiiesS 
will be an insuperable obstacle to me as an attorney, and 
has said how unfortunate a thing it was for me not to 
have known of the growing defect, in my organs of 
hearing, before I articled myself. Under these circum- 
stances, I conceive I should be culpable did I let go so 

good an opportunity as now occurs. Mr.- ■■> ■ 

will write to all his university friends, and he says there 
is so much liberality there, that they will never let a 
young man of talents be turned from his studies by want 
of cash. 

Yesterday I spoke to Mr. Enfield, and he, with un- 
exampled generosity, said that he saw clearly what an ad- 
vantageous thing it would be for me; that I must be 
sensible what a great loss he and Mr. Coldham would 
suffer ; but that he was certain neither he, nor Mr. 
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.C iiTii"-> could oppose theiQselyes to any thing twhk|i 

^as- so much to. my advantage^ When Mr, C ■' . ■■■* 
returns from liondan^ the malter will be settled with my 
mother. 

All my motber^s friends, seian to think thiia an.^icdlent 
thing for me» and will do dl in their powor to &rwai4 
me. 

Now we eome to a vdry important part of the bqsir 
neBs-^the: means^ 1. shall go with my friedd Robert, in 
the capacity <^ Sizar^ to whom the expence is not mpre 
than 60L per. annum* Towards this sum oiy mother w3I 
contribute 20L9 being what she allows me, now for clothed ; 
(by this meaqs she will save my board) ; and, for the re- 
sidue, I must trust to getting a Scholarship, or Ch^el 
Clc^rk's post. But, in order to make this residue certain, 
I shall, at the expiration of twelve months, publish a second 
volume of poems by subscription. 



My friend, Mr. ' j , says, that so far as his meann 
will go, I shall never ask assistance in vain. He has but 
a small income, though of great family. He has just 
lost two rectories by scruples of conscience, and . now 
preaches at — «i— for 801. a year. The following 
letter he put into my hand as I was leaving him, after 
having breakfasted with him yesterday. He put it into 
my hand, and requested me not to read it until I got 



9^ 

home. It is a/ breach of trust letting you see it^ but I 
wish you to know his character. 

<* My dear Sir, 
<< I sincerely wish I had it in my power to render you 
<^ any essential service, to facilitate your parsing through 
<< College : . believe me, I have the mil, but not the means* 
f^ Should the enclosed be of any service^ either to pur- 
«( chase books, or for otlier pocket expences, I request 
fi your acceptance of it; but must entreat you ''not- to 
<< notice it, eitier to, n^sdff or any living creature. I pray 
«< God that you. may employ those talents that he has 
** given you to his glory, and to the benefit of his people* 
<< I have great fears for you ; the tempt^ons of College 
<< are great. Believe me 

« Very sincerely yours. 



The enclosure was 31. 2s. I could not refuse what was 
so ddicately offered, though I was sorry to take it : he is 
truly an amiable character. 



« 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottingham, —— 180^. 
BEAR NEVILLE, 

You may conceive with what emotions I read your 
brotherly letter ; I feel a very great degree of aversion 
to burthening my family any more than I have done, and 
now do ; but an offer so delicate and affectionate I can- 
not refuse, and if I should need pecuniary assistance^ 
which I am in hopes \ shall not, at least after the^rst 
year^ I shall without a moment's hesitation apply to my 
brother Neville. • ' 

My college schemes yet remain in a considerable degree 
of uncertainty; I am very uneasy thereaboyts. I have 
not heard from Cambridge yet, and it is very doubtful 
whether there be a vacant Sizarship in Trinity ; so that I 
can write you no further information on this head. 



I suppose you have seen my review in this month's 
Mirror, and that I need not comment upon it ; such a re- 
view I neither expected, nor in fact deserve. 

I shall not send up the Mirror this month, on this ac- 
count, as it is policy to keep it ; and you have, no doubt, 
received one from Mr. Hill. 



The eixorH in the Greek quotation I perceived the mo- 
ment I got down the first copies, and altered them, in 
most, with the pen ; they are very unlucky ; I have sent 
up the copies for the reviews myseli^ in ord«r that I might 
make the correction in them. 

I have got now to write letters to all the reviewers, and 
hope you will excuse my abrupt conclusion of this letter on 
ihat score. 

I am. 

Dear Neville, 

Affectionately yours, 

tL K. WHITE. 



1 shall write to Mr. Hill now the first thing; I owe 
much to him. 



■^ "^ 



HtaB^i 



TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

Nottingham^ 

MY DEAR BEN, 

« # • 



And now my dear Ben, I must confess your letter 
gave me much pain ; there is a tone of despondence in 
it, which I must condemn, inasmuch as it is occasioned 
by circumstances which do not involve your own exer* 

VOL. K H 



96 

lions, but which Ar6 litterly itidtp^ndefit of jourtdLf : if 
ybU do your duty, why lament that it Is not produeti^ ? 
In whatever situation we may be placed, there is a duty 
we owe to God and religion: it is resignation;— nay, I 
may say, contentment* All things are in the hands of 
God ; tod shall we mortiols (if we do not absolutely repine 
at his dispensations) be fretful under them ? I do beseech 
you, my dear Ben, summon up the Christian within you, 
and steeled with holy fortitude, go on your way rejoicing ! 
There is a species of morbid sensibility to which I myself 
have often been a victim, which preys upon my heart, and, 
without giving birth to one actively useful or benevoloit 
feeling, does but brood on selfish sorrows, and magnify its 
own misfortunes. The evils of such a sensibility, I pray 
to God you may never feel, but I would have you beware^ 
for it grows on persons of a certain disposition before they 
are aware of it* 

I am sorry my letter gave you pain, and I trust my sus- 
picions were without foundation. Time^ my dear Ben, is 
the discoverer of hearts, and I feel a sweet confidence 
that he will knit ours yet more closely together. 

I believe my lot in life 4s nearly fixed ; a month will 
tell me whether I am to be a minister of Christ, in the 
established church, or out. One of the two I am now 
finally resolved, if it please God, to be. I know my 
own unworthiness : I feel deeply that I am &t from 
being that pure and undefiled temple of the Holy iGrllfost 
that a minister of the word of life ought to be, yet still I 
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here an imacoomitabfe hage iSaiat die L<»rd vitt sanctify 
my efforts, that he will purify me, and that I shall becoma 
his devoted servant. 

I am at present under afflictions and contentions of 
spirit, heavier than I have yet ever experienced. I think, 
at times, I am mad, and destitute of religion. My pride 
is not yet subdued: the unfavourable review (in the 
'< M»nthl/') o£ my unha^y work, has cut deeper than 
you could have thought; not in a Jiterary point of view, 
but as it afifects my respectability. It repres^its me 
actuafly as a i^gar^ going about gatherfa^ SKXiey to 
pttt myself at college^ when my book is worthier ; and 
tias with ev^ a|ppearanoe of csmdour. They have been 
fltodly misinformed respecting me: this B^view goes be* 
fore me wherever I turn my steps; it haunlB me isees* 
santly, and I am persuaded it is an instrument in the hands 
of Satan to drive me to A'straction. I musi leave NoJttmg- 
ham. If the answer of the EUand Society be unfavour~ 
ahl^ I pu]^>ose wriiiog to the Marquis of Wellesley, to 
oflfer mysdf as a student at the academy be has instituted 
at Fort William, in Bengal, and at the propa: age to take 
orders tbere. The missionaries at that place have -done 
wonders already, and I should, I hope, be a valisable 
labomrer in the vineyard. If the Mar<]uis take noxioldce 
of my i^lication, or do not accede to my proposal, 
I shall place mjself in some other way of making a 
meet preparation for the holy office^ either in the Cal- 
vinistic Academy, or in one of the Scotch Univcr** 

H 2 
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aLties, T^here I idiall be able to live at icarcdy any ex«» 
pence.* 



TO MR. R. A. 



Nottingham, istli April, I8d^» * 
MY DEAR ROBERt, 

I HAVE just received your letter. Most fervently do I 
iretutn thanks to God for this providential opening; it has 
breathed new animation into me, and my breast expands, 
with the prospect of becoming the mifiister of Christ 
where I most desired it; but where I almost feared all' 
probability of success was nearly at an end. Indeed, I 
had begun to turn my thoughts to the dissenters, ad- 
people of whom I was destined, not by choice, 1>ut neces**^ 
sity, to become the pastor. StiU, although I knew I should 
be happy any where, so that I were a profitable labourer 
in the vineyard, I did, by no means, feel that calm, that 
indescribable satisfaction which I do, when I look toward 
that church, which I think, in the main, formed on the 
apostolic model, and from which I am decidedly of opi*^ 
Bton there is no positive grounds for dissent. I return, 
thanks to God for keeping me so long in suspense, for I 

" * This letter was not seen by the Editor till after the pre&t#r]r 
memoir was printed. ' 
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know it has been beneficial to xtiy soulj and I feel a ci>n- 
9iderable trust that the way is now about to be made cleats 
and that my doubts and fears on this head will^ in due 
time, be removed. 

Could I be admitted to St John's, I conclude, from wha.t 
I have heard, that my provision would be adequate^ not 
otherwise. From my mother I could depend on 15 ot 
dB20 a-year, if she live, toward college ^cpences, and I 
could spend the long vacation at home. The £20 per an^ 
num from my brother would suffice for clothes, &c. so 
that if I could procure 4^20 a-year more, as you seem tO 
think I may, by the kindness of Mr. Martyn, I conceive I 
might, with economy, be supported at college; of this^ 
however, you are the best judge. 

• 

You may conceive how much I feel obliged by Mr.. 
Martyn on this head, as well as to you, for your unweary- 
ing exertions. Truly, friends have risen up to me in quar- 
ters where I could not have expected them, and they have 
been raised, as it were, by the finger of God. I have rea* 
son, above all men, to be grateful to the Father of all mer- 
cies for his loving kindness towards me : surely no one can 
•have had more experience of the fatherly concern with 
which God watches over, protects, and succours, his cho^- 
«en seed, than I have bad ; and surely none could have 
less expected such a manifestation of his grace, and none 

could have less merited its continuance. 

* * # 
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hi pursuftnce of your injiinction, I sball lay aside Gro* 
tius, and take up Cicero and Liyy, or Tacitus. In Gre^ 
i muftt rest contented for the ensuing fourteen days with 
the Testament; I shall then have conquered the gospels^ 
and, if things go on smoothly, the Acts. I shall then read 
Homer, and perhaps Plato's Phasdon, which I lately 
picked up at a stalL My classical knowledge is very supers 
ficial ; it has very little depth or solidity ; but I have really 
so small a portion of leisure, that I wonder at the pro* 
gress I do make. I believe I must copy the old divines^ 
in rising at four o'clock: for my evenings are so much 
taken up with visiting the sick, and with young men who 
tome for religious conversation, that there is but little 
time for study. 



TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 



Nottingfaam^ 34th April, 1804. 
liY BEAR BEN, 

Truly I am grieved, that whenever I undertake to ba 
the messenger of glad tidings, I should frustrate my own 
design, and communicate to my good intelligence a taint 
of sadness, as it were by contagion. Most joyfully did I 
sit down to write my last, as I knew I had wherewith to 
administer comfort to you ; and yet, after all, I find that, 
by gloomy anticipations, I have converted my balsam into 
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bitterness^ and have by no mean« iipparte^ tht^t unmixQ4 
pl^fuwe which I wished to da 

Forebodings wd dismal calculations are» I am convinced^ 
yi^ry useless, <uid I think very pemicipus speculations 
5—*^ Sufiiciept for the day is the evil thereof." — And yet 
how apt are we^ when inminent trials molest us, to in- 
crease the burden by melancholy rumin^tioDs on future 
evils ! — evils ^i^b exi§t only in our own imfiginations — 
and which, should they be realised, will certainly arrive 
in time to oppress us sufficiently, without our adding to 
their existence by previous apprehension, and thus volun- 
tarily incurring the penalty of misfortunes yet in perspec- 
tive, and trials yet unborn, Let us guard thep, I beseech 
yoU) against these ungrateful divinations into the womb 
of futurity — we know our affairs are in the hands of one 
who h^s wisdom to dp for us beyond 9ur narrow prudence, 
and we cannot, by.tiJdng thought, avpid any afflictive 
dispensation which God's providence niay have in stprQ 
for us. Let us therefore enjoy with thankfulness the pre- 
sent sunshine, without adverting to the common storm* 
Few and transitory are the intervals of calm and settled 
day with which we are cheered in the tempestuous voyage 
of life; we ought therefore to enjoy them, while they 
last, with unmixed delight, and not turn the blessing into 
a curse by lamenting that it cannot endure without in- 
terruption. We, my beloved friend, are united in our af- 
fections by no common bands — bands which, I trust, are 
too strong to be easily dissevered — yet we know not what 

H 4 
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God may intend with respect to us» nor hare we any be 
siness to enquire — we should rely on the mercy of ou£ 
Father, who is in heaven — and if we are to anticipate, we 
should hope the best. I stand self-accused therefore for 
my prurient, and, I may say, irreligious fears. A prudent 
foresight, as it may guard us from many impending dan-* 
gers, is laudable; but a morbid propensity to seize and 
brood over future ills, is agonizing, while it is utterly 
useless, and therefore ought to be repressed. 

I have received intelligence, siiice writing the abovi^ 
which nearly settles my future destination. A in^ 

forms me that Mr. Martyn, a fellow of St. John's, has 
about £^0 a-year to. dispose of towards keeping a reli« 
gious man at college — and he seems convinced that, if my 
mother allows me jfi20 a-year more, I may live at SU Johrit 
provided I could gain admittance, which, at that college is 
difficult, unless you have previously stood in the list for a 
year. Mr. Martyn thinks, if I propose myself immedi- 
ately, I shall get upon the foundation, and by this day's 
post I have transmitted testimonials of ray classical acquire- 
ments. In a few days, therefore, I hope to hear that I am 
on the boards of St John's. 

Mr. Dashwood has informed me, that he also has reo 
ceived a letter from a gentleman, a magistrate near Cam-& 
bridge, offering me all the assistance in his power towards 
getting through college, so as there be no obligation. My 
way therefore is now pretty clear. 
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I have just risen firom my knees, returning thanks t6 
our heavenly Father for this providential opening — my 
heart is quite fiilL Help me to be grateful to him, and 
pray that I may be a faithfiil minister of his word* 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Notdngham. * 
MY BEAR NEVILLE, 

I SIT down with unfeigned pleasure to write, in corn* 
pliance with your red^uest, that I would explain to yon 
the real doctrines of the Church of England, or what is tha 
same thing, of the Bible. The subject is most important, 
inasmuch as it affects that part of man which is incor* 
ruptible, and which must exist for ever — his soul. When 
Ood made the brute creation, he merely embodied the 
.dust of the earth, and gave it the power of locomotion, oi 
of moving about, and of existing in a certain sphere. la 
order to afford mute animals a rule of action, by which 
they might be kept alive, he implanted in them certain 
instincts, from which they can never depart Such is that 
of self-preservation, and the selection of proper food; 
But he not only endued man with these powers, but he 
gave him mind^ or spirit — a &culty which enables him tp 
ruminate on the objects which he does not see — to com«> 
pare impressions -— to invent — and to feel pleasure and 
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paiH) when tlieir causes are either gone or past, or lie in 
ihe &ture. Hiis is what constitutes the human souL It 
ii an immaterial essence— * no one knows what itconsist9 
of, or where it resides; the brain and the heart are the 
organs which it most seems to affect; but it would be 
absurd to infer therefrom, that the material organs of 
the heart and the brain constitute the soul, seeing that 
the impressions of the mind sometimes affect one organ 
and sometimes the other* Thus, when any of the pas- 
sions — love, hope, fear, pleasure, or pain, are excited, we 
feel them at our heart When we discuss a topic of cool 
reasoning, the process is carried on in the brain; yet both 
parts are in a greater or less degree acted upon on all 
occasions, and we may therefore conclude^ that the soul 
resides in neither individually^ but is an immaierial spirit, 
which occasionally impresses the one, and occasicmaUy 
the other. That the soul is immaterial, has been proved 
to a mathematical demonstration* When we strike^ we 
lift up oqr arm — when we walk, we protrude our legs 
alternately — but when we think, we move no organ : the 
reason depends on no action of matter, but seem^ as it 
were to hover over us, to regulate the machine of our 
bodies, and to meditate and speculate on things abstract 
as well as simple, e?ctraneous as well as connected with 
our individual wel&re^ without having any bond which 
can unite it with our gross corporeal bodies. The flesh 
is like the temporary tabernacle which the soul inhabit9» 
governs and regulates; but as it does not consist in any 
organization of matter, our bodies may die^ and return 
to the dust from whoiee tb^ were taken, while our 80u]# — 
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moorporeal essoioes — are incapable of death and mxnU 
hilation. The spirit is that portion of God's own im» 
mortal nature^ which he breathed into our clay at our 
birth, and which therefore cannot be destroyed, but will 
continue to exist when its earthly habitation is min* 
gled with its parent dust. We must admit, therefore^ 
what all ages and nations, savage as well as civilized, 
hkve acknowleged, that we have souls, and that, as th^ 
are incorporeal, they do not die with our bodies, but are 
necessarily immortal. The question then naturally arises^ 
what becomes of them after death ? Here man of his 
own wisdom must stop: — but God has thought fit, in 
his mercy, to reveal to us in a great measure the secret 
of our ' natures, and in the Holy Scriptures we find a 
plain and intelligible account of the purposes of our 
existence, and the things we have to expect in the world 
to come. And here I shall just remark, that the authen- 
ticity and divine inspiration of Moses are established 
beyond a doubt, and that no learned man can possibly 
deny their authority. Over all nations, even among the 
savages of America, cut out as it were firom the eastern 
world, there are traditions extant of the flood, of Noah, 
Moses, and other patriarchs, by names which come so 
near the proper ones, as to remove all doubt of their 
identity. You know mankind is continuaUy increasing 
in number; and consequently, if you make a calculation 
backwards, the numbers must continue lessening and- 
lessening, until you come to a point where there was 
only one man. Well, according to the most probable 
calculation, this pcnnt will be found to be about 5,800 
years back, vise, the time of the creation, making allow- 



108 



«nce for the flood. Moreover, th^e are appearances 
upon the surface of the globe, which denote the .manner 
in which it was founded, and the process thus developed 
will be found to agree very exactly with the Jigvrative 
account of Moses. — (Of this I shall treat in a subset 
quent letter.) — Admitting then, that the books of the 
Pentateuch were written by divine inspiration, we see 
laid before us the whole history of our race, and, uir 
eluding the Prophets, and the New Testament, the whol^ 
scheme of our future existence: we learn, in the first 
place, that God created man in a state of perfect happi<*> 
ness, that he was placed in the midst of every thing that 
could delight the eye, or fascinate the mind, and that h$ 
had only one command imposed upon him, which he 
was to keep under the penalty of death. This command 
God has been pleased to cover to our eyes with impene* 
trable obscurity. Moses, in the figurative language of 
the East, calls it eating the fruit of the Tree of Know* 
ledge of Good and EviL But this we can understand^ 
that man rebelled against the command of his Maker, and 
plunged himself by that crime from a state of bliss to n 
state of sorrow, and in the end, of death. — By death 
here is meant, the exclusion of the soul from future hap- 
piness. It followed, that if Adam fell from bliss, his 
posterity must fall, for the firuit must be like the parent 
fltock; and a man made as it were dead, must Ukewise 
bring forth children under the same curse. — Evil cannot 
beget good. 

But the benign Father of the universe had pity upon 
Adam and his posterity, and, knowing ,tbe frailty of our 
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IMifUifey he did. n6t "^ish to assume the whole terrors of 
ius' just vengeance. Still God is a being who is infinitely 
Justy as well as infinitely mercifidy and therefore his de« 
crees are not to be dispensed with, and his offended jus- 
tice must have expiation. The case of mankind was de-^ 
plorable; — myriads yet unborn were implicated by the 
crime of their , common progenitor in general ruin. But 
the mercy of God prevailed, and Jesus Christ, the Mes- 
sias, of whom all ages talked before he came down 
amongst men, offered himself up as an atonement for 
man's crimes. — The Son of God himself, infinite in 
jaoercy, ofl^ed to take up the hnman form, to undergo 
^e severest pains of human life, and the severest pangs 
«f death ; he ofiered to lie under the power of the grave 
ibr a certain period, and, in a word, to sustain all the 
punishment of our primitive disobedience in the stead of 
man. The atonement was infinite, because God's justice 
is infinite ; and nothing but such an atonement could have 
saved the fallen race. 

The death of Christ then takes away the stain of origi- 
nal sin, and gives man at least the pow£R of attaining 
eternal bliss. Still our salvation is conditional, and we 
have certain requisitions to comply with ere we can be 
secure of heayen. — The next question then is. What are 
the conditions on which we are to be saved? The word 
of God here comes in again in elucidation of our duty: 
the chief point insisted upon is, that we should keep 
God's Law contained in the Ten Commandments; but as 

* ■ * ^ 

the. omission or breach of one article of the twelve tables 
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is a crime just of sA great magnitude as Hit origiMl 
sin, and entails the penalty on us as mnch as if we had 
infringed the whole, God, seeing our frailty, provided a 
means of effecting our salvation, in which nothing should 
be required of us but reliance on his truth. -^Crod sent 
the Saviour to bear the wdght of our sins; he, th^e* 
fore, requires us to believe implicitly, that through his 
blood we shall be accepted. This is the succedaneum 
which he imposed in lieu of the observance of the moral 
law. Faith! Believe, and ye shall be saved. — He 
Irequires from us to throw ourselves upon the Redeemer, 
to look for acceptance through him alone^ to regard our* 
selves as depraved, debased, fallen creatures, who can da 
nothing worthy in his sight, and who only hope for mercy 
through the Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. Faith is the 
foundation stone; Faith is the superstructure; Faith it 
all in all. — " By Faith are ye saved ; by Faith are ye 
justified.'* 

How easy, my dear Neville, are the conditions God 
imposes upon us ! He only commands us to feej the tie 
of common gratitude, to trust in the mediation of his 
Son, and all shall be forgiven us. And shall our pride, 
our deluded imaginations, our fidse philosophy, interfere 
to blind oar eyes to the beauties of so benevi^nt, so 
benign a system?'— Or shall earthly pleasures engross aR 
our tiiougbts, nor leave space for a care for our vouls?— • 
God forbid. As (or Faith, if our hearts are hardened, 
and we cannot feel that implicit, that fervent beli^ 
whidi the Scripture requires, let us pray to God, lliat 
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lie will send his Holy Spirit down upon as, that he will 
enlighten our understanding with the knowledge of that 
truth which is too vast, too sublime for human under- 
irtandings, unassisted by Divine Grace, to comprehend. 

I have here drawn a hasty outline of the gospel plan 
of salvation. In a future letter I shall endeavour to fill it 
up. At present I shall only say, think on these things ! — • 
They are of moment inconceivable. — Read yoiu' Bible^ 
in Older to confirm yourself in these sublime truths, and 
pray to God to sanctify to you the instructions it con« 
tains. At {^resent I would turn your attention^ exclu- 
aively, to the New Testament* Read also the hock which 
•eicompanies this letter ; — it is by the great Locke, and 
will serve to shew you what so illustrious a philosc^er 
bought of revelation. 
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TO MR.R. A- 



Nottingham, May Tth, 1804« 
D£AR ROBERT, 

# ♦ » • ^ 

You don't know how I long to hear how your decla^ 
xnation was received, and ^^ all about it/' as we say ill 
these parts. I hope to see it, when I see its author and 
pronouncen Hiemistocles, no doubt, received due praiae 
from you for his valour and subtlety; but I trust you 
poured down a torrent of eloquent indignation upon the 
ruling principles of his actions, and the motive of hii 
conduct, while you exalted the mild and unassuming 
virtues of his more amiable rival. The object of The*- 
mistocles was the aggrandisement of himself, that of 
Aristides the welfare and prosperity of the state* The 
one endeavoured to swell the glory of his country; the 
other to promote its security, external and internal, 
foreign and domestic. While you estimated the services 
which Themistocles rendered to the state, in opposition 
to those of Aristides, you of course remembered 'that 
the former had the largest scope for action, and that he 
influenced his countrymen to fall into all his plans, while 
they banished his competitor, not by his superior wis- 
dom or goodness, but by those intrigues and &ctious 
artifices which Aristides would have disdained. The- 
mistocles certainly did use bad means to a desirable end : 
and if we may assume it as an axiom, that Providence 

15 
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will forward the desigiis of a good sooner than those of 
a bad man; whatever iiiequality of abilities there may be. 
between the two characters, it will foUow that, had 
Athens remained under the guidance of Aristides, it would 
have been be^tter for her. The difference between The- 
mistodes and Aristides seems to me to be this : That the 
former was a wise and a fortunate man; and that the 
latter, though he had equal wisdom, had not equal good' 
fortune* We may admire the heroic qualities and the 
crai^ policy of the one, but to the temperate and disin- 
terested patriotism, the good and virtuous dispositions 
of the other, .we can alone give the meed of heart-felt 
praise. 

I only mean by this, that we must not infer Themisto- 
cles to have been the better or the greater man, because he 
rendered more essential services to the state than Aristi- 
des, nor even that his system was the most judicious, — 
but only, that, by decision of character, itnd by good for- 
tune^ hisi measures succeeded best« 



The rules of composition are, in my opinion, very few. 
If we have a maturo acquaintance with our subject, there 
is little fear of our e]q>ressing it as we ought, provided 
we have had some little experience in writing. The first 
thing to be aimed at is perspicuity. TKat is the great 
point, which, once attained, will make all other obstacles 
smooth to us. In order to write perspicuously, we should 

vot. I. I 
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have a perfect knowledge of the topic on wfakh we ftrr 
about to treaty in all it» beaiingi^ and d^p^ideneks*. 
We should think well befote band what wiU be the eleareist 
method of conveying the drift 6i<mt design. This is liamilar 
to what the painters call the masaing, or getting the effect 
of the more prominent lights di^ shades by broad dadbes of 
the penciL When our thesis is well arranged in otat 
mind, and we have predisposed our arguments^ reasoniDgSy 
and illustrations^ so as they shall all conduce to the object 
in view^ in regular sequence and gradation, we may sit 
down and express out ideas in as clear a manner as we can^ 
always using such words as are most suited to ©ur purpose; 
and when two modes of expression, equally luminous, pr©-^ 
sent themselves,^ selecting that which is the most harmoni«^ 
ous and elegant. 

It sometimes happens that writers, in aimmg at perspi-^ 
cuity, over-reach themselves, by employing too many 
words, and perplex the mind by a multiplicity of iKustra* 
tions. This is a very fatal error. Circumlocution seldom, 
conduces to plainness ; and you may take it as a maxim^ 
that, when once an idea is clearly expressed^ every addi- 
tional stroke will only confuse the mind^ and diminish the 



When you have once teamed to express yoursdf 
clearness and propriety, you will soon arrive at elegance* 
Evary thing else, in &ct, will follow as of course. But 
{ warn you not to invert the ordar of things, and be 
paying your . addresses to the graces, when you ought to 

10 
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be stu^uig perdpiculty. Young writers, in general^ ai^ 
too solicitous to round off their periods, and regulate the 
cadences of their style. Hence the feeble" pleonasms and 
idle repetitions which definrm their pages* If you would 
have your compositions vigorous, and masculine in thdr 
tone, let every woed tell,; and when you detect youp- 
£elf polishing off a sentence with expletives, regard your- 
self in exactly the same predicament with a poet who 
should eke out the measure of his Vereses with ** titum, 
tit<»n, tee^ Sir.'' 



So much for style 
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TO MR. R. A- 



Nottingham, 9th May, 1804, 
m DEAR FRIEKD, 



I HAV£ not spoken as yet to Messrs. Coldham and En- 
field. Your injunction to suspend so doing, has left hie in 
a state of mind, which, I think, I am blameable for induc- 
ing, but which is indescribably painful. I had no sleep 
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last' night) partly from anxiety, and partly from the eflectr 
of a low fever, which has .preyed on my tierves for the 
last six or seven days. I am afraid, Robert, my religion 
is very superficial. I ought not to feel this distrust of 
God's providence. Should I now be prevented from going 
to coU^, I shall regard it as a just punishment for my 
want of faith. 

I conclude Mr. Martyn has failed in procuring the aid 
he expected. Is it so ? 



On these contingencies, Robert, you must know, from 
my peculiar i^tuation, I shall never be able to get to col- 
lege. My mother, at all times averse, has lately been 
pressed by one of the deacons of Castlegate Meeting, to 
prevail on me to go to Dr. Williams. This idea now 
fills her head, and she would feel no small degree of 
pleasure in the failure of my resources for college. 
Besides this, her natural anxiety for my welfare will 
never allow her to permit me to go to the universiiy de- 
pending almost entirely on herself, knowing not only 
the inadequacy^ but the great uncertainty, of her aid. 
Coldham and Enfield must likewise be satisfied that my 
way is clear : I tremble, I almost despair. A variety of 
contending emotions, which I cannot particularize, agi- 
tate my mind. I tremble lest I should have mistaken 
my call : these are solemn warnings : — but no — I cannot 
entertain the thought. To the ministry I am devotedf 
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I believe, by God ; in what way must be left to bis provi- 
dence. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottingham^ June, 1804. 
D£AR NEVILLE, 

^ In answer to your question, whether the Sizars have 
any duties to perform, I answer, No. Somebody, perhaps 
has been hinting that there are servile offices to be per- 
formed by Sizars. It is a common opinion, but perfectly 
erroneous. The Oseford servitors, I believe, have many un- 
pleasant duties; but the Sizars at Cambridge only differ 
from the rest ih name. 
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TO MR. B. HADDOCK. 

Notdngfaam, June 15th, 1804. 

MY DEAR BEN, 

I DO not sit down to write you a long letter^ for I haye 
been too much exhausted with mathematics to have much 
vigour of mind left; my lines will therefore be wider than 
they are wont to be^ and I shall, for once, be obliged to 
difiuse a little matter over a broad sur&ce. For a conso- 
latory letter I trust you have little need, as by this time 
you have no. doubt learned to meet with calmness, those 
temporary privations and inconveniences which, in this 
life, we must expect, and therefore should be prepared tp 
encounter. 



This is true — this is Christian philosophy: it is a philo- 
ficphy in which we must all, sooner or later, be instituted, 
and which, if you stedfastly persist in seeking, I am sure 
God will assist you to your manifest comfort and peace. 

There are sorrows, and there are misfortunes which bow 
down the spirit beyond the aid of all human comfort. Of 
these, I know, my dear Ben, you have had more than 
common experience; but while the cup of life does over* 
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^k&W witli draughts c^ such extreme asperity, we ought to 
'fortify ourselres against ksser evik, as unimportant to man, 
who has mudbi heavier woes to expect, and to the Christian, 
whose joys are laid beyond the verge of mortal existence* 
There are afflicticms, there are privations, where death and 
hopes IRRECOVERABLY blasted leave no prospect of re- 
trieval ; when I would no more say to the mourner, " Man, 
wherejfore weepest thou?" than I would ask the winds why 
diey blew, or the tempest why it raged. Sorrows like these 
are sacred ; but the inferior troubles of partial separation, 
vexatious occupation, and opposing current of human 
affiiirs, are svLch as ought not, at least immoderately, to 
affect a Christian, but rather ought to be contemplated as 
the necessary accidents of life, and disregarded while their 
pains are more sensibly felt. 

Do not think, I beseech you, ray dear Ben, that I wish 
to represent your sorrows as light or trivial ; I know they 
are not light; I know they are not trivial; but I wish to 
induce you to summon up the man within you, and while 
those unhappy troubles, which you cannot alleviate, must 
continue to torment you, I would exhort you to rise supe- 
rior to the crosses of life, and shew yourself a genuine 
disciple of Jesus Christ, in the endurance of evil without 

repining, or imavailable lamentations. 

-f 

Blest as you are with the good testimony of an approv- 
ing consciencej and h^py in an intimate communion 
with the all-pure and all-merciful God, these trifling con- 
cerns ought not to molest you ; nay, were the tide of ad- 
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versity to turn strong against you> even were yaaf fiiends 
to forsake you, and abject poverty to stare you in the &ce, 
you ought to be abundantly thankful to God for his merdes 
to you; you ought to consider yourself still as rich, yea, to 
look around you, and say, I am fiu* happier than the sons 
of men. 

This is a system of philosophy which, for myself, I 
shall not only preach, but practise. We are here for 
nobler purposes than to waste the fleeting moments of 
our lives, in lamentations and wailings over troubles 
which, in their widest extent, do but afi*ect the present 
state, and which, perhaps, only regard our personal ease 
and prosperity. Make me an outcast — a b^gar; place 
me a bare-footed pilgrim on the top of the Alps or the 
Pyrenriees, and I should have wherewithal to sustain the 
spirit within me, in the reflection that all this was but as 
for a moment, and that a period would come, when wron^ 
and injury, and trouble should be no more. Are we to 
be so utterly enslaved by habit and association, that we 
shall spend our lives in anxiety and bitter care^ only that 
we may find a covering for our bodies, or the means of 
assuaging hunger? for what else is an anxiety after the 
world? Or are even the followers of Christ themselves 
to be infected with the inane^ the childidi desire of heaping 
together wealth? Were a man, in the way of making 
a large fortune, to take up his hat and stick, and say, 
<^ I am useless here, and unhappy; I will go and abide 
with the Gentoo or the Paraguay, where I shall be hi^py 
and useful," he would be laughed at; but I say he would 
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prore himself a more reasonaUe and virtuous man, than 
him who binds himself down to a business which he dis- 
likes, because it would be accounted strange, or foolish, 
to abandon so good a concern,' and who heaps up wealth, 
for which he has little relish, because the world accounts it 
policy. ' 

I will refrain from pursuing this tone of reasoning. I 
know the weakness of human nature, and I know that we 
may argue with a deal of force, to show the folly of griei^ 
when we ourselves are its passive victims. But whether 
strength of mind prevail with you, or whether you stUl in- 
dulge in melancholy bodinga and repinings, I am still your 
friend, nay, your sympathizing friend. Hard and callous, 
and <^ unfeeling^' as I may seem, I have a heart for my 
€ver dear Benjamin. 

HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Wilford^ near Nottingham^ , 1804. 

DEAR NEVILLE, 

I NOW write to you from a little cottage at Wilford, 
where I have taken a room for a fortnight, as well for 
the benefit of my health, as for the advantage of unin- 
terrupted study. I live in a homely house, in a homely 
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^yle, but am well occupied, and perfecdy at my 
4^se« 

And now, my dear Brother, I must sincerely beg par* 
don for all those manifold neglects, of which I cannot but 
accuse myself towards you. When I recollect innumerably 
requests in y6ur letters, which I have not noticed, and many 
enquiries I have not satisfied, I almost feel afraid that you 
will imagine I no longer regard your letters with brotherly 
fondness, and that you will cease to exercise towards me 
ycmr wonted confidence and friendship. Indeed, you may 
take my word, they have aris^i from my peculiar circtmi- 
stances, and not from any unconcern or disregard of your 
wishes. I am now bringing my afiairs (lau^ not at th^ 
word) into some regularity, after all the hurry and confti- 
sion in which they have been plunged, by the distraction of 
mind attending my publication, and the projected change 
of my destination in life. 
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to HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Waford, (near Nottingham), , 1804. 

DEAB NEVILLE, 



I HAVE run very mudi on the wrong »de of the post 
bere; for having sent coj^es round to such perscms as had 
giren me iH tbfiir names « subscribers, with ctmipUments, 
Aey hAwe placed them to the account of presents ! 



And now, my dear Neville, I must give you the most 
ingenious specimen of the invention of petty envy you 
pccbajps ever heard o£ When Addison produced <^ Cato," 
k was currently received, that he had bought it of s 
vicar £»* 40L The Nottingham gentry, knowing me 
too poor to buy my poems, thought they could do ao 
better than place it to the account of family aiFection, 
and lo ! Mrs. Smith i^ become the sole authcNr, who has 
made use -of her brother's name as a leint \ I heard of 

this report ^r5^ covertly: it was said that Mrs, Smith 
was the principal writer : next it was said that I was the 
author of one of the inferior lioijilkr pieces only, (^^ My 
Study;'') and, lastly, on isentiontng l3be <»rcumstances to 
Mr* A-- , he confessed l3iat he had heard several times 
that my [^ sister was the sole quiU-driver of the family, 
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And that master Henry, in particular, was rather shallow," 
but that he had refrained from telling me^ because he 
thought it would vex me. Now, as to the vexing me, it 
only has afforded me a hearty laugk. I sent my compli- 
ments to one great lady, whom I heard p^pagating this 
ridiculous report, and congratulated her on her ingenuity, 
telling her, as a^ great secret, that neither my sister or 
mj'self had any claim to any of the poems, for the right 
author was the Great Mogul's cousin-german*. The best 
part of the story is, that my good friend, Benj. M addock, 
found means to get me to write verses extempore, to'prove 
whether I could tag rhymes or not, which, it seems, he 
doubted. 



Thejbttomng are the verses referred to in the forgoing 
letter : they were composed extempore in the presence of 
this fSriend, as an evidence of Henry's, ability to write 
poetry: — 

Thou base rqnner at another's joy^ 

Whose ^e turns green at merit not thine own. 
Oh, far away from generous Britons fly. 
And find in meaner climes a fitter throne. 
Away, away, it shall not be> 
Thou shalt not dare defile our plains ; 
The truly generous heart disdains, 
Thy meaner, lowlier fires, while he 
Joys at another's joy, and smiles at other's jollify. 
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Triumphant monster ! though thy schemes succeed— 

Schemes laid in Acheron, the brood of ni^t^ 
Yet but a little while, and, nobly freed. 

Thy happy yictim will emerge to light ; 
When o'er his head in silence that reposes. 

Some Idttdred soul shall come to drop a tear; 
Then will his last cold pillow turn to roses. 

Which thou hadst planted with the thorn sdlrere; 
Then will thy baseness stand confest, and all 
Will curse the ungen'rous fate, that bade a Poet fall, 
* * * * 



Yet, ah ! thy arrows are too keen, too sure : 

Could'st thou not pitch upon another prey ? 
Alas ! in robbing him thou robb'st the poor. 

Who only boast what thou would'st take away; 
See the lorn Bard at midnight study sitting, 

0*er his pale features streams his dying lamp; 
While o'er fond Fanc/s pale perspective flitting. 

Successive forms their fleet ideas stamp* 
Yet say, is bliss upon his brow imprest ; 

Does jocund Health in thought's still mansion live ? 
Lo ! the cold dews that on his temples rest, 

That short quick sigh — their sad responses ^vc. 

And can'st thou rob a Poet of hit song. 
Snatch from the Bard his trivial meed of praise? 

Small are his gains^ nor does he hold them long : 
Then leave, oh, leave him to enjoy his lays 

While yet he lives-— for to his merits just. 
Though future ages join his feme to Taise, 

Will the loud trump awake his cold unheeding dust ? 
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TO MR. B- MADDOCK. 



Nottingham, 7th July, 1804. 



MT jmAR BfiNy 



The real wants of life are few; the support 6f the 
body, simply, is no expensive matter ; and as we are not 
mad upon silks and satins^ the covering of it will not be 
more costly. The only superfluity I should covet would 
be books, but I have learned how to abridge that plea- 
sure; and having sold the flower of my library for the 
amazing sum of Six Guineas, I mean to try whether 
meditation will not supply the place of general reading, 
and probably, by the time I am poor and needy, I shall 
look upon a large library like a fashionable wardrobe, 
goodly and pleasant, but as to the real utiUty, in- 
different. 

So much for Stoicism, and now for Monachism — I 
shall never, never marry I It cannot, must not be. As 
to affections, mine are already engaged as much as they 
will ever be, and this is one reason why I believe my 
lifewiUbealifeofcelibitcy; I pray to God that it may 
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be SO) and that I may be happy in that state. I love too 
ardently to make love innocent, and therefore I say fare- 
well to it. Besides^ I hare another inducement, I can-^ 
not introduce a woman into poverty for my love's sake> 
nor could I well bear to see such a one as I must marry 
struggling with narrow circumstances, and sighing for 
the fortunes of her children. No, I say, forbear ! and 
may the example of St. Gregory of Naz. and St. Basil 
Mpport me. 

All friends are well, except your humble scribe^ whc^ 
has got a little too much into his old way since your de- 
parture. Studying and musing, and dreaming of every 
thing but his health ; still amid all hi« studying, musings 
and dreams, 

wur true friend and brother, 

H. Ki WHITE. 
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TO THE EDITOR. 



Nottingham^ July dtfa, 1804. 



I CAN mm inform you, that I have reason to believe 
my way through college is clear before me. From what 
source I know not ; but through the hands of Mr. Simeon 
I am provided with SOl. per annum; and while things go 
on so prosperously as they do now, I can command 20L or 
dOl. more from my friends, and this, in all probability, 
until I take my degree. The friends to whom I allude are 
my mother and brother. 

My mother has, for these five years past, kept a board- 
ing school in Nottingham; and, so long as her school con- 
tinues in its present state, she can supply me with 15L or 
201. per annum, without inconvenience; but should she die, 
(and her health is, I fear, but infirm,) that resource will 
altogether fail. Still, I think, my prospect is so good as 
to preclude any anxiety on my part ; and perhaps my in- 
come will be more than adequate to my wants, as I shall be 
a Sizar of St. John's, where the college emoluments are 
more than commonly large. 

In this situation of my afi^s, you will perhaps agree 
with me in thinking that a subscription for a volume of 
poems will Qot be necessary; and, certainly^ that mea- 



129 

sure 19 one which will be better avoided, if it may be. I 
have lately looked over what po^ns I have by me in manu* 
script, and find them more numerous than I expected; 
but many of them would perhaps be styled mopish and 
maukishf and even misanthropic^ in the language of the 
world; though, from the latter sentiment, I am sure I can 
say, no. one is more opposite than I am. These poema^ 
therefore, will never see the light, as, from a teacher of 
that word which gives all strength to the feeble, more forti« 
tude and Christian philosophy may, with justice^ be ex- 
pected than they display. The remainder of my verses 
would not possess any great interest : mere description iaf 
often mere nonsense: and I have acquired a strange habit, 
whenever I do point out a train of moral sentiipent from 
the contemplation of a picture, to give it a gloomy and 
querulous cast, when there is nothing in the occasion but 
what ought to inspire joy and gratitude. I have one poem*, 
however, of some length, which I shall preserve; and I* 
have another of considerable magnitude in design, but of 
which only a part is written, which I am fairly at a losjp 
whether to commit to the flames, or at some future oppor- 
tunity to finish. The subject is the Death of Christ. J 
have no friend whose opinion is at all to be relied on, to 
whom I could submit it, and perhaps, after all, it may be 
absolutely worthless. 

With regard to that part of my provision which is de- 
rived firom my unknown firiend, it is of course conditional ; 

^ Time is probably the poem alluded to. 
\OU I. K 
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imd as it is not a piQ^vision lor a podf biit f^ a eandidatt 
Jbr crderSf I believe it is expected, and indeed it lias been 
fainted as a thing advisdUe, that I should barter tibe miises 
£!ir mathematics, and abstain from turitmg yerses at Idaat 
until I take my d^ee. If I find that all my time wiU be 
requisite^ in order to prepare for the important office I am 
destined to fill, I shall certainly do my duty, however 
severely it may cost me; but if I find I may lay^uUy and 
conscientiously relax myself at intarals, with those de* 
l^hdiil reveries which have hitherto formed the chief ptea- 
sure of my life, I shall, without scruple, indulge ihysdf in 
th^n. 

I know the pursuit of Truth is a much more important 
business than the exercise of the imagination ; and amid 
all the quaintness and stiff method of the mathematidaiUy 
I can even discover a source of chaste and exalted pleasure. 
To their severe but salutary discipline, I must now " sub- 
** due the vivid shapings of my youth ;'' and though I shall 
cast many a fond ling^ng look to Fancy's more allnring 
paths, yet I shall be repaid by die anticipation of days, 
when I may enjoy the sweet satisfaction of being useful, in 
no ordinary degree, to my fellow mortals. 

» r 
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TO MR. SERJEANT ROUGH. 



. > 



Nottuigham, 24th July, 1804. 
BEAR StRy 



I THINK Mn Moored love poems are infamous, because 
Aey subvert the first great object of poetry — the encou- 
ri^ement of the virtuous and the noble, and metamorphose 
nutritious aliment into poison. I think the muses are de- 
graded when they are made . .the handmaids of sensuality, 
and the bawds of a brothel. 

, perhaps it may be the opinion of a young man, but I 
think too, the old system of heroic attachment, with all 
its attendant notions of honour and spotlessness, was, in 
the end, calculated to promote the interests of the human 
race ; for though it produced a temporary alienation of 
mind^ perhaps bordering on insanity, yet with the yery 
extravagance and madness of the sentiments, there were 
inwoven certain imperious principles of virtue apd gene- 
rosity, which would probably remain after tioje had eva- 
porated the heat of passion, and sobei'jed the luxuriance of 
a romantic imagination. I think, therefore, a man of song 
is rendering the community a service when he displays the 
ardour of manly. affection in a pleasipg light; but certainly 
we ne^ no incentives to the irregular gratification of our 
appetites, and I should thick it a propar punishment for 
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the poet who holds forth the allurements of illicit pleasures 
in axoiable and seductive colours, should his wife, his »ster, 
or his child fall a victim to the licentiousness he has been 
instrumental in difiusmg. 



TO MR. B. HADDOCK. 



Winteringham, August 3d, 1804. 
MT DEAR BEN, 

I AM all anxiety to learn the issue of your proposal to 
your father. Surely it wiU proceed; surely a plan laid 
out with such fair prospects of happiness to you, as well as 
me, will not be firustrated. Write to me the moment you 
have any information on the subject. 

I think we shall be happy together at Cambridge ; and 
in the ardent pursuit of Christian knowledge, and Christian 
virtue, we shall be doubly united. We were before friends; 
now, I hope, likely to be still more emphatically so. But 
I must not anticipate. 

I left Nottingham without seeing my brother Nevill^ 
who arrived there two days after me. This is a circum- 
stance which I much regret; but I hope he will come 
this way when he goes^ according to his intention^ to a 
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wateiing place. NeviDe has been a good brother to me, 
and there are not many things which would give me more 
pleasure than, after so long a separation, to see him again. 
J dare not hope that I shall meet you and him together, 
in October, at Nottingham. 

My dajrs flow on here in an even tenor. They are, 
indeed, studious days, for my studies seem to multiply 
on my hands, and I am so much occupied with them, 
that I am becoming a mere bookworm, running over the 
rules of Greek versification in my walks, instead of ex- 
patiating on the beauties of the surrounding scenery. 
Winteringham is, indeed, now a delightful place: the 
trees are in M verdure, the crops are bronzing the 
fields, and my former walks are become dry under foot, 
which I have never known them to be before. The 
opening vista, from our church-yard over the Humber, 
to the hills, and receding vales of Yorkshire, assumes a 
thousand new aspects. I sometimes watch it at evening, 
when the sun is just gilding the summits of the hills, and 
the lowlands are beginning to take a browner hue. The 
showers partially felling in the distaiice, while all is se- 
rene above me; the swelling sail rapidly falling down the 
river ; and, not least of all, the villages, woods, and villas 
on the opposite bank, sometimes render this scene quite 
enchanting to me; and it is no contemptible relaxatio;n, 
after a man has been puzzling his brains over the intri- 
cacies of Greek choruses all the day, to come out and 
unbend his mind with careless thought and negligent 

K 3 
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fattcles, while he refiredies his body with the fresh air of 
the country. 

' I wish you to have a taste of these pleasures with me ; 
and if ever I should live to be blessed with a quiet par- 
sonage, and that great object of my ambition, a garden^ 
I have no doubt but we shall be, for some short intervals, 
at least, two quiet contented bodies. These will be our 
relaxations ; our business will be of a nobler kind. Let 
lis vigilantly fortify ourselves against the exigencies of the 
srerious' appointment we are, with God's blessing, to fulfil ; 
aild if we go into the church prepared to do' our duty, 
Inhere is every reasonable prospect that our labours wifl 
b^ blessed, and that we shall be blessed in them. As 
your habits generally have been averse to what is called 
dose application, it will be too much for your strength, as 
well as unadvisable in other points of view, to study very 
intensely ; but regularly you may, and must read ; and de- 
pend upon it, a man will work more wonders by stated 
and eoqistant application, than by unnatural and forced 
endeavours. 
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TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

Nottiogham^ September, lt04« 

By the time you will open this letter^ we shall have 
partec}, God only knows whether evef to meet again. 
The chances and casualties of human life are such as to 
render it always questionable whether three months may 
not separate U9 fi>r ever from an absent friendr 



For my part, I shall feel a vacuum when you are gone, 
which will not easily be filled up. I shall miss my only 
intimate friend •— « the companion of ray waUus — the inter- 
rupter of my evening studies* I shall return^ in a great 
meaisure, to my old solitary habits. I cannot associatie 
with * * nor yet with * * * 

has no place in my affections, though he has in my 
esteem. It was to you alone I looked as my adopted 
brother, and (although, for reasons you may hereafter 
learn, I have not made you my perfect confidante) my 

9 

coinforter. — Heu mihi amice, Vale, longum Vale ! I hope 
yoa will sometimes think of me, and give me a portion 
I in your prayers. 



Perhaps it may be that I am not formed for firiend* 

K 4 
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ships that I expect more than can ever be found. Time 
will tutor me : I am a singular being, under a common 
outside : I am a profound dissembler of liiy inward feel- 
ings, and necessity has taught me the art. I am long be- 
fore I can unbosom to a friend, yet, I think, I am sin- 
cere in my friendship: you must not attribute this to 
any suspiciousness of nature, but must consider that I 
lived seventeen years my own confidante, my own friend^ 
full of projects and strange thoughts, and confiding them 
to no coie. I am habitually reserved, and habitually cau- 
tious in letting it be seen that I hide any thing. Towards 
you I would fain conquer these habits, and this is one step 
towards effecting the conquest. 

I am not well, Ben, to-night, as my hand'^writing and 
style will show; I have rambled on, however, to some 
length; my letter may serve to beguile a few moments 
on your way. I must say good bye to you, and may God 
bless you, and preserve you, and be your guide and di- 
rector for ever ! Remember he is always with you; remem- 
ber that in him you have a comforter in every gloom. In 
your wakeful nights, when you have not me to talk to, 
kis ear will be bent down on your pillow ; what better 
bosom friend has a man than the merciful and benignant 
Father of all? Happy, thrice happy, are you in the privi- 
ly of his grace and acceptance. 

Dear Bea, 

I am your true friend, 

H.K. WHITE. 
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TO MR. K. SWANN. 



High Pavement, October 4th, 1804. 



BEAR KIRKE, 



For your kind and very valuable present, I know not 
how to thank you. The Archbishop * has long been one 
of my most favourite divines ; and a complete set of his 
sermons really ^^ sets me wp^ I hope I am able to appre- 
ciat<3 the merits of such a collection, and I shall always 
value them apart from their merit, as a memento of 
friendship. 

I hope that, when our correspondence begins, it will 
neither be lax, nor uninteresting; and that, on both sides, 
it may be productive of something more than mere amuse- 
ment. 

While we each strive to become wiser in those things 
wherein true wisdom is alone to be found, we may mu* 
tually contribute to each other's success, by the commu- 
nication of our thoughts : and that we may both become 
proficients in that amiable philosophy which makes us 

* TiUotson. 
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happier by rendering us better ; that philosophy which 
alone makes us wise unto salvation, is the prayer oi^ 

Dear Kirke, 

Your sincere friend, 

HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 



TO MR. JOHN CHARLESWORTH. 

WiAterini^an, •— 1804^ 

*AMICE DILECTE, 

PuDERET me infrequentiae nostrarum literarum, nisi 
hoc ex te pendere sentirem. Epistolas a te missas non 
prius accepi quam kalendis Decembris— res mihi acerba, 
nihilominus ad ferendum kvior, dum me non tibi ex ani- 
mo prorsus excidisse satk exploratum est. 

Gavisus sum, e litteris tuis, amico Roberto dicatis, cum 
audirem te operam et dedisse et daturum ad Grsecam 
Imguam etiamnum excolendam cum viro omm doctrin& 
erudito. — Satis scio te, illo duce, virum doctissimum et 



* This letter is not to be considered as a specimen of Henry's Lstin- 
ity. It was written when he was only beginning those classical studies 
in which he afterwards made nidi progress. 
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in optimartim artium studiis exquisitissimiim futomm em t 
haud tamen his facaltatibus contentum, sed akiota pe« 
tentem, nempe salutcm human! generis et sancta vepbi di-^ 
viDt arcana. 

Vix jam, amice ! re<5reor e morbo, it quo graviter aegro- 
tayi : tix jam incipia membra languore confe^ta in diem 
apertam crahare. Tactus arida manu febri«^ «patioBas 
trivi noctes lacrymis et gemitu. Vidi, edm in conspectu 
inartis collocatus ftverim, vidi omnia eIarioi*a facta, in- 
tellexf me non fidem Christi satis servasse, non, ut famu*^ 
huh Dei, fideliter ritam egisse. iEgrituda multa {Mrius 
cdata pate&cit. Hoc ipse sensi et omnes, sint sane reli- 
giosi, sint boni, idem sentient. Sed ego praecipue causam 
habui cur me afflixerim et summisso animo ad pedem 
tmas abjecerim. Imo vero et lacrymas copibae ^^i et 
interdum consolatio Sancti Spiritus turl»nem animi pla* 
cavit Utinam vestigium hojus pericnli semper in animo 
iretineam ! 

Non dabito quin tibi gratum erit audire de moribus et 
studiis nostris. Prasceptor nobis, nomine Grainger, non 
S coltegio educatis fuit, attamen doctrina haud medio- 
cris est, pietate eximius. Hypodidascalns fuit in seboM 
Tin istius docti et admodum venerandi Josephi Mihier, 
qui eirni dilexit atque honoravit. Mores jucundi et fa- 
ciles^ sunt, urbanitate ac lepore suaviter cbncfiti, quanquam 
interdum in vultu tristis severitas inest. Erga bonos man- 

* 

suetuis, malis se durior geiit — -JEque fere est Pastor dili- 
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genS) vir egregius, et praeceptor bonus* Cum isthoc legi* 
mus apud Graecos, Homerum et Demosthenem et Sanctas 
ScripturaSy apud Latinos, Virgilium, Ciceronem et ali- 
quando in ludo Terentium. Scribioius etiam Latine^ et 
constructionis et elegantias gratia ; nihilominus (hac epis- 
tola teste) non opus est dicendi tibi quam paululum ego 
ipse proficio. In scribendo Latine, praeter consuetudineim 
in lingua Anglicana, sum lentus, piger, ineptus. Verba 
stillant heu quam otiose, et quum tandem visa sint quam 
inelegantia ! Spero tamen usu atque animo diligenter ad- 
hibendo deinde Latinis sermonibus aliquam adipisci faci- 
litatem, nunc fere oportet me contentum esse cupire et 
laborare, paululum potiundo, magna mollendo. 

Intelligis, procul dubio, nos vicum incolere Wintering- 
hamiensis, ripis situm Humberi fluminis, sed nondum for- 
san senlias locum esse agrestem, fluviis, collibus, arvis, 
omni decore pervenustum. Domus nostra Templo Dei 
adjacet ; a tergo sunt dulces horti et terremts agger arbo- 
ribus Qrebre septus, quo deambulare solemus. Circum- 
circa sunt rurales pagi quibus saepe cum otium agamus^ 
post prandium imus. Est villa, nomine Whittonia, ubi a 
celsa rupe videre potes (lumen Trentii vasto Humbero in- 
fluens, et paulo altius Oosem flumen. 

Infra sub opaca saxa fons est, cui potestas inest in lapi- 
dem materias alienas convertendi; ab altissima rupe 
labitur in littus, muschum, conchas et fragiliores ramos ar- 
borum in lapidem transmutans. In prospectu domus montes 
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Eboracenses surgunt trans Humberum siti, sylvia et villis 
stipati, nunc solis radiis ridentes, nunc horridi nimbis ac 
procellis. Vela navium ventis impleta ante fenestras satis 
longo intervallo prolabuntur : dum supra in aere procelso 
greges anserum vastas longo clamore volitant. Saspe in 
animo revolvo verba ista Homeri : 

fU Twy iQvtoc 'oroKKx y«tfy etvo koX xXtmowf 



Vale. Dum vitales auras carpam, 

Tuus, 

H- K, WHITE. 



142 



TO MR. K. SWAUN. 

Winteringham, SOth Oct 1804. 

BEAR KIRRE, 

We are safely arrived, and comfortably settled, in the 
parsonage of Winteringham, The house is most delight- 
fully situated close, by the church, at a distance from the 
village, and with delightful gard^xs behind^ and the Hum- 
ber before. The &mi^ is very agreeable^ and the style 
in which we live is very superior* Oiur tutor is not only 
a learned man, but the best padtor, and most pleasing do- 
mestic man, I ever met with. You will be glad to hear 
we are thus charmingly situated. I have reason to thank 
God for his goodness in leading me to so peaceful and 
happy a situation. 

The year which now lies before me, I shall, with the 
blessing of God, if I am spared, employ in very important 
pursuits ; and I trust that I shall come away not only a 
wiser, but a better man, I have here nothing to interrupt 
me — no noise — no society to disturb, or avocations to call 
me off, and if I do not make considerable improvements, 
I do not know when I shall. 

We have each our several duties to perform; and 
though God has been pleased to place us in very differ- 
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est wdks <Nf Uk, yet we may inutualfy fuwifit each diier 
by counsel^ by admonitioB, and by prayer. My calling 
is of a nature the most arduous and awful $ /need every 
assistance from above, and from my companions in the 
iesh ; and no advice will ever be esteemed li^tly by me^ 
wlAck proceeds from a servant of Ood» however triflmg^ 
or however ill expressed. If your inmiediate avocations 
be less momentous, and less connected with the world to 
come, your duty is not the less certain, or the more 
lightly to be attended to — you are placed in a sitimtion 
i«4ierein God experts from you according to your powers, 
as well as from me in mine : and there are various dark 
and occtik temptations, of which you are little aware, 
but into whidi you may easily and imperceptibly fell, imr 
less upheld by the arm of Almighty God. Y<m stand in 
need, therefore, to exercise a constant reliance on the 
Holy Spirit, and its influences, and to watch narrowly 
your own heart, that it conceive no secret sin; for al- 
though your situation be not so dangerous, nor your du- 
ties so difficult, yet, as the masks which Satan assisnes 
are various, you may still find cause for spiritual fear and 
sorrow, and occasion for trembling, lest you should not 
have exerdsed your talents in proportion to their extent. 
It is a valuable observation, that there is no resting-^place 
in the spiritual progress — we must either go bad{:^vardor 
forward, and when we are at a loss to know whether our 
motion be onward or retrograde, we may rest assured, 
that there is something wanting which must be supplied 
—some )^'f^ yet lurking in tj^e heart, or «ome duty slightly 
performed. 
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You remember I heard Mr. *^ on the night previous 
to my departure ; I did not say much on his manner, but 
I thought it neat, and the sermon far better than I ex- 
pected: but I must not be understood to approve alto- 
gether of Mr. ***s preaching. I think, in particular, he 
has one great feiilt, that is elegance — he is not suflSciently 
^lain. Remember, we do not mount the pulpit to say 
fine things, or eloquent things ; we have there to proclaim 
the good tidings of salvation to fallen man ; to point out 
the way of eternal life ; to exhort, to cheer, and to sup- 
port the suflFering sinner: these are the glorious topics 
upon which we have to enlarge — and will these permit 
the tricks of oratory, or the studied beauties of eloquence? 
Shall truths and counsels like these be couched in terms 
which the poor and ignorant cannot comprehend ?-^ Let 
all eloquent preachers beware, lest they fill any man's 
ear with sounding words, when they should be feeding 
his soul with the bread of everlasting life ! Let them fear, 
lest, instead of honouring God, they honour themselves ! 
If any man ascend the pulpit widi the intention of utter- 
ing B,Jine thingy he is committing a deadly sin. Remem- 
ber, however, that there is a medium, and that vulgarity 
and meanness are cautiously to be shunned ; but while we 
fpeak with propriety and chastity, we cannot be too fa- 
miliar or too plain. I do not intend to apply these re- 
marks to Mr. ** individually, but to the manne): of preach- 
ing here alluded to. If his manner be such as I have here 
described, the observations will also fit ; but, if it be other- 
wise, the remarks refer not to him, but to the style repro- 
bated. 
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I recommeDd to you, always before you begin to 
itudy, to pray to God to enlighten your understanding! 
and give you grace to behold all things through the me- 
dium of religion. This was always the practice in the did 
universities, and, I believe, is the only way to profit by 
learning. 

I can now only say a few words to you, since our re- 
gular hour of retiring fast approaches. I hope you are 
making progress in spiritual things, proportionably to 
your opportunities, and that you are sedulously endea- 
vouring not only to secure your own acceptation, but to 
impart the light of truth to those around you who still 
remain in darkness. 

Pray let me he^ from you at your convenience, an4 
my broths will forward the letter; and believe me, 

My dear Kirke^ 

Tour friend, and fellow-traveller in the 

Tearful sojourn of life> 

H.K. WHITE. 



TOL. I. 
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TO ms MOTHER. 

r 

Winteringham^ Dec. 16tb> 1604k 

MY BEAB MOTHER^ 

Since J wrote to you last I have been rather ill, having 
caught cold, which brought on a slight fever. Thankft 
lo excellent nursing, I am now pretty much recover- 
ed, and only want strength to be perfectly re-establish- 
ed. Mr. Grainger is himself a very good physician, but 
when I grew worse, he deemed it necessary to send for a 
medical gentleman from Bartdti; so that, in addition to 
my illness, I expect an apothecary's bill. This, however, 
will not be a very long one, as Mr. Grainger has chifefly 
supplied me with drugs. It is judged absolutely neces- 
sary that I should take wine, and that I should ride. It 
is with very great reluctance that I agree to incur these 
additional expences, and I shall endeavour to cut them 
off as soon as possible. Mr. and Mrs. Grainger have 
behaved like parents to me since I have been ill: four 
and five times in the night has Mr. G. come to see me ; 
and had I been at home, I could not have been treated 
with more tenderhess and care. Mrs. Grainger has insisted 
on my drinking their wine^ and was very angry when I 
made scruples; but I cannot let them he at all this addi- 
tional expence — in some way or' other I must pay them, 
as the sum I now give, considering the mode in which we 
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are acoommodated, is very triflings Mt. Qtsanget does tidt 
keep a horse, so that I shall be obliged to hire one; but' 
there will be no occasion for this for any length of tim^ 
as my strength seems to return as rapidly as it was rapidly 
xedttced. DonH make yourself in the least uneasy about 
du% I pray, as I am quite recovered, and not at all appre« 
hensive of any consequences. I hate no cough, nor any 
symptom which might indicate an affectiem of the lungs. 
I read very little at present. 

I thought it necessary to write to you on this subject 
ncrw, as I feared you might have an estaggerated account 
from Mr. Almond^s friends, and alarm yoursel£ ' 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Winteringham, Dec. 27, 1804. 

MY DEAft BROTHER, 

I HAVE been very much distressed at the receipt of 
your letter, accompanied with one from my mother, one 
from my sister, and from Mr. Dashwood, and Kirke 
Swann, all on the same subject ; and, greatly as I feel 
lor all the kindness and affection which has prompted 
these remonstrances, I am quite harassed with the idea' 
that you should not have taken my letter as a plain ac-^ 
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fount of my illness, without any wish to hide from yoa 
that I ^had been ill somewhat seriou%, but that I was. 
indeed better. 

I can now assure you, that I am perfectly recovered,, 
and am as well as I have been for some time past. My 
sickness was merely a slight fever^ rather of a nervous 
kind, brought on by a cold, and soon yielded to the prop^ 
treatment. I do assure you, simply and plainly, that I am 
now as well as ever. 

With regard to study, I do assure you that Mr. Grain- 
ger will not suffer us to study at all hard; our work at 
present is mere play. I am always in bed at ten o'clock, 
and take two walks in the day', besides riding, when the 
weather will permit. 

Under these circumstances, my dear brother may set 
his mind perfectly at ease. Even change of air some- 
times occasions violent. attacks, but they leave the patient 
better than they found him. 

I still continue to drink wine, though I am convinced 
there is no necessity for it. My a{^etite is amazingly 
large— much larger than when at Nottingham. 

I shall come to an arrangement with Mr. Grainger 
immediately, and I hope you will not write to him about 
it. If Mr. Eddy, the surgeon, thinks it at all necessary 
for me to do this constantly, I declare to you that I willi 
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but remember, if I should form a habit of this pbw, it 
may be a disadvantage to me when possibly circum- 
stances may render it inconvenient — .as when I am At 
college. 

My spirits are completely knocked up by the receipt 
of all the letters I have at one moment received. My 
mother got a gentleman to mention it to Mr. Dashwood, 
and still representing that my illness was occasioned by 
study — a thing than which nothing can be more remote 
from the truth, as I have, from conscientious motives, 
given up hard study until I shall find my health better. 

I cannot write more^ as I have the other letters to an* 
Bwer. I am going to write to Barton, expressly to get 
advantage of the post for this day, in order that you 
may no longer give yourself a moment's uneasiness, where 
there i&in reality no occasion^ 

Give my affectionate love to James, 
And believe me, 
My dear Neville^ 

Your triily affectionate Brother, 

H. K. WHITE. 

One thing I bad forgot — you mention my pecuniary 
.toatters — you make me blush when you do so. You 
may rest assured that I have no wants of that kind, nor 
.am likely to have at present. Your brotherly love and 
anxiety towards me has sunk deep into my heart; and 
you may. satbfy yourself with this» that whatever is neces- 
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iftry fi>r my health shall not he spared^ and thai; wh^i I 
want the mean$ of procuring tbcase, I shall think it my 
duty to iell you so. 



TO HIS BROTHER JAMES. 

Midway between Winteringham and Hull, 
Jan. 11th, 1805. * 

><OEAB JAMES, 

.. You will not be surprised at the style of this lettei^ 
when I tell you it is written in the Winteringham Packet^ 
on a heap of flour bags, and surrounded by a drove of 
14 pigs, who raise the most hideous roar every titne the 
boat rolls. I write with a silvar pen, and with a good 
deal of shakily, so you may expect very bad scribbling. 
2 am now going to Hull, where I have a parcel to scaid 
to my mother, and I would not lose the opportunity of 
writing. 

I am extremely glad that you are attentive to mat- 
ters of such moment as are those of religion ; and I hope 
you do not rdax in your seriousness, but continue to 
pray that God will enable you to walk in the paths of 
righteousness, which alone lead to peace. He alone, my 
dear James, is able to give you a heart to delight in bm 
service, and to set at nought the temptations of the 
wcnrld. It may scan to you, in the first beginning of 
your Christian progress, that religion wears a vejy un^ 
fxmaimg aqpeot, and thai the gaieties of the w;orid aif 
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indeed very <ldicio|fe t but I a|sui^ yon^ fr^m vrhki 'i 
^flvd myself experienced, that the pkawres of piety act 
iai^tely more exquisite thw those of ftsbion wui of 
sensual pursuits. It is true, they are not so violent, or 
8o intoxicating, (for they consist in one even tenor of 
iniiid, « lightness pf heart, and sober cheerfulness, .which 
none but those who have experienced can conceive;) 
but they leave no sting behind them ; th^ give pleasure 
an reflection, and will sooth the mind in the distant 
proq^eot* And who <can say this of die world or its en* 
joyments? 

ISsvea those who seem to ^iter with die most apirjl 
into the riotous aud gaudy diversions of die world, are 
often known to confess that there is no real sfdisfaction 
m them ; diat their gaiety is often forced, when ifaeir 
hearts are heavy; and that they envy those ^o have 
chosen the more humble but pleasant paths of religion 
and virtue. 



I am not at all particular as to die place of 
you may attendi so as it be under a serious preacher^ 
and so ais you attend regularly. I should think it a ver^ 
good exercise &r you^ if you were to get a blank paper 
book, and were to write down in it any diing which may 
strike you in the sermons you hear on a Sunday; thb 
would improve your Btyle of writing, and teach yon to 
dijiik dn what you hear. Pray endeavour to carry tbla 
plan into execution ; I am sure you will find it wotth dM 
trouble. You attend the church now and then, I cod-*' 
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dude^ and if you do, I should wish to direct your ftt« 
tention to our admirable liturgy^ and avoid, if possible, 
remarking what may seem absurd in the manner it is re* 
peated. 

I must not conceal from you that I am very sorry you 
do hot attend some eminent minister in the church, such 
as Mr. Cecil, or Mr. Pratt, or Mr. Crowther, in prefer- 
ence to the meeting; since I am convinced a man runs 
less danger of being misled, or of building on false foun- 
dations, in the establishment, than out, and this too for 
plain reasons: — Dissenters are apt to think they are re^- 
ligious, because they are dissenters — << for,'' argue they, 
*< if we had not a regard for religion, why should we 
leave the establishment at all ? The very act of leaving 
it shows we have a regard for religion, because we ma^- 
nifest an aversion to its abuses/' Besides this, at the 
meeting-house you are not likely to hear plain and un- 
welcome truths so honestly told as in the church, where 
the minister is not so dependent on his flock, and the 
prayers are so properly selected, that you will meet with 
petitions calculated for all your wants, bodily and spiri- 
tual, without being left at the mercy of the minister to 
pray for what and in what manner he likes* Remember 
these are not offered as reasons why you should always 
attend the church, but to put you in mind that there are 
advantages there which you should avail yourself of^ m^ 
stead of making invidious comparisons between the 
insdlationa. 



153 



TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

Winteringhaniy Jan. 51 st, 1805. 
DEAR BEN, 

I HAVE long been convinced of the truth of what yoa 
say, respecting the effects of close reading on a man's 
mind, in a religious point of view, and I am more and 
more convinced that literature is very rarely the source 
of satisfaction of mind to a Christian. I would wish you 
to steer clear of too abstracted and subtle a mode of 
thinking and reasoning, and you will so be happier than 
your friend. A relish for books will be a sweet source 
of amusement, and a salutary relaxation to you through- 
out life ; but let it not be more than a relish^ if you value 
your own peac^. I think, however, that you ought to 
strengthen your mind a little with logic, and for this pur- 
pose I would advise you to go through Euclid with se- 
dulous and serious attention, and likewise to read Duncan 
through. You are too desultory a reader, and regard 
amusemeni too much : if you wish your reading in good 
earnest to amuse you when you are old, as well as now in 
your youth, you will take care to form a taste for sub- 
stantial and sound authors, and will. not be the less eager 
to study a work because it requires a little labour to un- 
derstand it 

After you have read Euclid, and amused yourself with 
Locke's sublime speculations, you will derive much plea- 
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sure from Butler^s Analogy, without exception the most 
unanswerable demonstration of the folly of infidelity that 
the world ever saw. 

3ooks like these will give you more strength of mind, 
and consistent firmness, than either you or I now possess ; 
whiles on the other hand, the effeminate Panada of Ma- 
gazines, Tales, asid the tribe of penny-catching pamphlets, 
of which desultory readers are so fond, only tend to ener- 
vate the mind, and incapacitate it for every species of 
manly exertion. 



I continue to be in better health, although the weather 
is a great obstacle to my taking a proper proportion of 
exercise. I have had a trip to Hull of late^ and saw the 

fiunous painter R there, with whom I had a good 

deal of talk. He is a pious man, and a great astronomer; 
but in manners and appearance, a complete artist I 
rather think he is inclined to Hutchinsonian principles, 
fmd entertains no great reverence for Sir Isaac Newton. 
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TO MR. B. MADDOCK 



WinteringhaiDy Ist March^ 1805. 



MY DEAR BEN, 

* • 



I HOPE and trust that you have at leu^h amv^ at that 
li^)py temperament of disposition, that al&ough yon 
baye much cause of sadness within, you are yet wiUuig 
to be amused with the variegated scenes around you, and 
to joju, when occasions present themselves, in innocent 
mirth. Thus, in the course of your pcre^iuatioDs, <h> 
currences must continually arise, which, to a mind willing 
to make the best of every thing, will afford amusement of 
the chastest kind. Men and manners are a never-faiUi^ 
source of wonder and surprise, as they present themselves 
m their various phases. We may very innocently laug^ 
at the brogue of a Somerset peasant — and I should think 
that person both cynical and surly, who could pass by a 
groupe of laughing children, without participating in 
their delight, and joining in their laugh. It is a tru& 
most undeniable^ and mpst melancholy, that there is too 
much in human life which extorts tears and groans, ra^^ 
ther than smiles. This, however, is equally certain, that 
our giving way to unremitting sadness on these accounts, 
so far from ameliorating the condition of mortality, only 
adds to die aggr€|;ate of human misery, and throws a 
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gloom over those moments when a ray of light is permit* 
ted to visit the dark valley of life, and the heart ought to 
be making the best of its fleeting happiness. Landscape^ 
toO| ought to be a source of delight to you ; fine build-' 
ingSy objects of nature, an4 a thousand things which it 
would be tedious to name. I should call the man,, who 
could survey such things as these without being affected 
with pleasure, dther a V€ry weak*minded and fooh'sh per- 
son, or one of no mind at all. To be always sad, and always 
pondering on internal griefs, is what I call utter selfish^ 
ness: I would not give two^pence for a being who is 
locked up in his own sufferings, and whose heart cannot 
respond to the exhilarating cry of nature, or rejoice because 
he sees others rejoice. The loud and unanimous chirping 
of the birds on a fine sunny morning pleases me, because 
I see they are happy ; and I should be very selfish, did I 
not participate in their seeming joy. Do not, howev^, 
suppose that I mean to exclude a man's own sorrows from 
his thoughts, since that is an impossibility, and, were it 
possible, would be prejudicial to tlie human heart. I only 
mean that the whole mind is not to be incessantly en- 
grossed with its cares, but with cheerful elasticity to bend 
itself occasionally to circumstances, and give way without 
hesitation to pleasing emotions. To be pleased with little, 
is one of the greatest blessings. 

Sadness is itself sometimes infinitely more pleasing than 
joy ; but this sadness must be of the expansive and ge- 
nerous kind, rather referring to mankind at large, than^ 

the individual ; and this is a feding not incompatible, 

IS 



157 

with cheerfulness and a contented spirit There is diflU 
culty, however, in setting bounds to a pensive disposi-^ 
tion; I have felt it, and I have felt tliat I am not always 
adequate to the task. I sailed from Hull to Barton the 
day before yesterday, on a rough and windy day, in a 
vessel filled with a marching regiment of soldiers; the 
band played finely, and I was enjoying the many pleas* 
ing emotions which the water, sky, winds, and musical 
instruments excited, when my thoughts were suddenly 
called away to more melancholy subjects. A girl, gen- 
teelly dressed, and with a countenance which, for its 
loveliness, a paint^ might have copied for Hebe, with 
a loud laugh seized me by the great coat, and asked me 
to lend it her : she was one of those unhappy creatures 
who depend on the brutal and licentious for a bitter 
livelihood, and was now following in the train of one of 
the officers. I was greatly affected by her appearance 
and situation, and more so by that of another female who 
was with her, and who, with less beauty, had a wild sor- 
rowfulness in her face, which shewed she knew her situa- 
tion. This incident, apparently trifling, induced a train 
of reflections, which occupied me fully during a walk of 
lix or seven miles to our parsonage. At first I wished 
that I had fortune to erect an asylum for all the miserable 
md destitute : — and there was a soldier's wife witli a wan' 
and hagged face, and a little infant in her arms, whom 
I would also have wished to place in it. — I then grew out 
of humour with the world, because it was so unfeeling 
and so miserable, and because there was no cure for it^* 
miseries; and I wished for a lodging in the wilderness^ 
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Whcbre I vaiffkt hear ho more of wrongs^ affliction, at yA6ffi 
but, after all my speculations^ I found there was a reason 
for these thii^s in the Gospel of Jesus Christ, and that 
to those who sought it there was also a cure. So I 
banished my vain meditations, and, knowing that God's 
providence is better able to direct the affairs of men thaA 
our wisdom, I leave them in his hands. 



TO HIS MOTHER. 

Winteringham^ 5th Feb. 1S05. 
DEAR MOTHER, 



The spectacles for my father are, I hope, such as will 
enable him to read with ease, although they are not set ifi 
stiver. If they hurt him through stiflhess, I think the 
better way will be to wear them with the two endjoinU 
shut tOy and with a piece of ribbon to go round the back 
of the head, &c. The Romaine's Sermons, and the Cheap 
Tracts, are books which I thought might be useful. You 
may think I am not yet privileged to make presents, since 
ihey will in the end come out of your pocket ; but I am^ 
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not in want of cash at present, and have reason to believe, 
from my own calculations, I shall not have occasion to 
call upon you for what I know you can so ill spi^are. I was 
quite vexed afterwards that I did not send you all the 
volumes of the Cheap Repository, as the others, which 
are the general tracts, and such as are more entertaining, 
Would have been well adapted to your library. When 
i next go to Hull, I purpose buying the remaining v<> 
lumes; and when I next have occasion to send a parcel, 
you will receive them. The volume you have now got 
contains all the Sunday reading tracts, and on that bx> 
count I send it separately. As I hav6 many things to 
remind me of my sister Smith, I thought (though w6 
neither of us need such mementos) that she would not be 
averse to receive the sermons of the great and good, 
though in some respects singular, Romaine, at my hands, 
as what old-fashioned people would call a token (f a bro- 
ther's hve, but what in more courtly phrase is denominated 
a memefUo of affection. 
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TO MR. SERJEANT ROUGH. 

WinteringhaiDy 17th Feb. 1805. 
MY DEAR SIR) 

I BLUSH when I look back to the date of your too long 
unanswered letter^ and were I not satisfied that the con- 
tents of my sheet of post must always be too unimportant 
to need apology, I should now make one. 

The fine and spirited song (song in the noblest sense 
of the word) which you sent me, on the projected inva* 
sion, demands my best thanks. The fervid patriotism 
which animates it would, I think, find an echo in every 
bosom in England; and I hope and trust the world has 
not been deprived of so appropriate an exhortation. I 
perceive^ however, one thing, which is, that your fire has 
been crampt by the " crambo" of the rhyme, at all 
times a grievous shackle to poets, and yet capable of 
such sweet and expressive modulation, as makes us hug 
our chains, and exult in the hard servitude. My poor 
neglected muse has lain absolutely unnoticed by me for 
the last four months, during which period I have been 
digging in the mines of Scapula for Greek roots; and, 
instead of drinking, with eager delight, the beauties of 
Virgil, have been cutting and drying his phrases for 
future use. The place where I live is on the banks of 
the Humber: here no Sicilian river, but rough with cold 
winds, and bordered with killing swamps. What with 



161 

neglect and what with the climate, so congenial to ruriJ 
meditation, I fear my good Genius, who was wont to visit 
me with nightly visions << in woods and brakes, and by 
the river's marge,'' is now d3ring of a fen-ague; and 
I shall thus probably emerge from my retreat, not a 
hair^brained son of imagination, but a sedate blacks 
lettered book-'worm, with a head like an etymologicoB 
magnum* 

Forglvcf me this flippancy, in which 1 am hot vei^ apt 
to indulge, and let me o£fer my best wishes that it is not 
with your muse as with mine. Eloquence has always 
been thought a-kin to poetry : though her efforts are not 
so e£fectually perpetuated, she is not the less honoured, 
or her memory the less carcffuUy preserved* Many very 
plausiUe hypotheses are contradicted by facts,^ yet I 
should imagine that die genius which prompted your 
•* Conspiraa/^ would be no common basis on which to 
erect a superstructure of oratorical fame. **Est enim 
oratofi finitimus Poeta, numeris JEkistrictior paulo, ver- 
b<»-em autem lioentia ■ Uberiof^ viiitis vero omandi gene- 
ribus socius^ ac pene par," &cl ^You, no doubt, are well 
acquainted with this passage^ in the 1st Dial, de Orat. 
so I shall not go on with it; but I encourage a hope, that 
I shall one day see a living proof of the truth of this 
position in you. Do not quite exclude me from a kind 
of fellow-feeling with you in your oratorical pursuits^ for 
you know I must make myself a fit herald for the import- 
ant message I am ordained to deliver, and I shall be- 

VOL, I. M 
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stow some pains to this end. No indticemeot whatever 
should prevail on me to enter into orders, if I were not 
thoroughly ccmvinced of the truth of the rel^oa I pro* 
4bss, as ccMitained in the New Testament; and I hope 
that whatever I know to be the truth, I shall not hesitate 
to proclaim, however mueh it may be disliked or de^ 
q>ised. The discovery of Truth, it is notorious, on^t 
to be the object of all true philosophy ; and the attain*^ 
ment of this end must, to a philosopher, be the greatest 
of all possible blessings. If then a man be satisfied that 
he has arrived at the fountain head of pure Truth, and 
yet, because the generality of men hold different senti- 
ments, dares not avow it, but tacitly gives assent to fdke- 
kood, he withholds firom men what, accor£ng to his prin* 
ciples, it is for their good to know — he prefers hispersofial 
good to Truth — and he proves that, whatever he may 
profess, he is not imbued with the spirit of* true philo- 
sophy. 

I have some intention of becoBiiag a candidate for Sir 
William Brown's medals this year; and if I should, it 
would be a great satisfaction to me to 8ul]gect my at- 
tempts to so good a classic as I understand you to be. In 
the mean time, you will confer a real favour on me, if you 
vnll transcribe some of your Latin verses for roe, as I am 
anxious to see the general character of modem Latiii as 
it is received at Cambridge; and elegant verses always 
give me great pleasure, in whatev^ language I read them* 
Such I kiiow yours will be» 
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In this remote corner of the world, where we have 
neither books nor bookseUers, I am as ignorant of the 
affairs of the literary world as an inhabitant of Siberia. 
Sometimes the new^aper gives me some scanty hmts; 
but, as I do not see a review, I cannot be said to hold 
converse with the Sepublic* Pray is the voice of the 
Muses quite suspended in the clang 'of arms, or do they 
yet sing, though unheeded? JU literary information will 
be to me quite new and interesting ; but do not suppose 
I hope to intriide on your more valuable time with these 
things. When you shall have leisure, I hope to hear 
from you; and whatever you say, coming from you, it 
cannot &il to interest. 

Believe me^ 

Dear Sir, 

Very sincerely, yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 
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TO MR. K. SWANN. 

Wmteringham^ I6th March, i6(fS. 

DEAB KIRK% 



t WAS affected by the death of young B . He 

once called upon me with Mr. H ^ when I was very 

ill, and on that occasion Mr. H said to us both, 

•* Young merij I would have you both pack off to Usboriy 
for you *ixmCt last long if you stay here!^ Mr. H 
was then about to set out for Hamburgh; and he told 
me afterwards that he never expected to see me again, 
for that he thought I was more desperately gone in con- 
sumption than B . Yet you see how the good pro- 
vidence of God has spared me, and I am yet Uving, as I 
trust, to serve him with all my strength. Had I died 
then, I should have perished for ever; but I have now 
hope, through the Lord Jesus, that I shall see the day of 
death with joy, and possibly be the means of rescuing 
others from a similar situation. I certainly thought of 
the ministry at first with improper motives^ and my 
views of Christianity were for a long time very obscure; 
but I have^ I trust, gradually been growing out of dark- 
ness into light, and I feel a well-grounded 1m^)^ that 
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€fod has sanctified my heart for great and valuable pur- 
poses. Woe be onto me if I frustrate his designs ! 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Winterin^am, AprH, isos. 

DEAH NEVILLE^ 



You wrote me a long sheet this last time, and I have 
every reason to be satisfied with it, yet I sometimes wish 
I could make you write closer and smaller. Since your 
mind must necessarily be now much taken up with other 
things, I dare not press my former inquiries on subjects 
of reading. When your leisure season comes, I shall be 
happy to hear firom you on these topics. 

It is a remark of an ancient philosophical poet, (Ho- 
race,) that every man thinks his neighbour's condition 
happier than his own; and, indeed, common experience 
shews, that we are too apt to entertain romantic notions 
of absent, and to think meanly of present, things ; to ex- 
tol what we have had no experience of, and to be dis- 
contented with what we possess. The maii of business 
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sighs foe ih» streets of leisure : the person who, with a 
taste for ireading, has few (^j^rtunities for it, thinks, that 
man's life the sum of bliss, who has nothing to do but 
to study. Yet it often happens that the condition of the 
envier is happier than that of the envied. You have 
read Dr. Johnson's tale of the poor Tallow-Chandler, 
who^ after sighing for the quiet of country life, ^at length 
scraped money enough to retire, but found his long- 
sought-for leisure so insupportable, that he made a vo- 
luntary ofier to his successor to come up to town every 
Friday, and melt tallow for him gratis. It would be so 
with half the men of business, who sigh so earnestly for 
the sweets of retirement; and you may receive it as one 
of the maturest observations I have been able to make 
on human Ufe, that there is no condition so happy as that 
of him who leads a life of full and constant employment. 
His amusements have a zest which men of pleasure 
would gladly undergo all his drudgery to experience : and 
the regular succession of business, provided his situation 
be «ot too anxious, drives away from his brain those 
harassing speculations which are continually assaulting 
the man of leisure, and the man of reading. The studi- 
ous man, though his pleasures are of the most refined 
qpedes, finds cares and disturbing thoughts in study. To 
think much and deq>ly will soon make a man sad. His 
thoughts, ever on the wing, oft;en carry him where he 
shudders to be even in imagination. He is like a man 
in sleep -« sometimes his dreams are pleasing, but at 
others horror itself takes possession of his imagination; 
and this inequality of mind is almost inseparable from 
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zmieb meditation and mental exercise. From this cause 
it often hi^pens, that lettered and philosophical men are 
pee¥isb in their tempers, and austere in their manners. 
The inference I would draw from these remarks is ge- 
nenJljr diis^ that although every man carries about him 
the seeds of happiness or misery in his own bosom» yet it 
is a truth not liable to many exceptions, that men are 
more equally free from anxiety and care, in proportran as 
they recede from the more refined and mental, to the 
grosser and bodily employments and modes of life, hut 
that the happiest condition is placed in the middle, be- 
tween the extremes of both. Thus a person with a mode- 
rate lore of reading, and few opportunities of indulging 
it, would be inclined to envy one in my situation, because 
such a one has nothing to do but to read; but I could, 
tell him, that though my studious pleasures are more com- 
prehensive than his, they are not more exquisite;, and that 
an occasional banquet gives more delight than a continual 
feast. Reading should be dearer to you than to me^ be- 
cause I always read, and you but seldom. 

Almond and I took a small boat on Monday, and set 
ooSt for HttU, a distance of thirteen miles, as some com- 
pote it, though others make it less. We went very 
mecrily with a. good pair of oars, until we came within 
four miles of HuU, when, owing to some hard workings* 
we were quite exhausted; but as the tide was nearly 
down, and the shore soft, we could not get to any villages 
on the banks. At length we made Hull« and Just ar- 
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rived in time to be grounded in the middle of the har« 
bour, without any possible means of getting ashore till 
the flux or flood. As we w^e half famished, I deter* 
mined to wade ashore for provisions, and had the satis- 
faction of getting above the knees in mud almost every 
step I made. When I got ashore, I recollected I had 
given Almond all my cash. This was a terrible dilemma 
-^to return back was too laborious, and I expected the 
tide flowing every minute. At last I determined to go^to 
the inn where we usually dine when we go to Hull, and 
try how much credit I possessed there, and I happily 
found no difficulty in procuring refreshments, which I car« 
ried ofi" in triumph to the boat. Here new difilculties oc- 
curred ; for the tide had flowed in considerably during my 
absence, although not sufficiently to move the boat, so 
that my wade was much worse back than it had been be-? 
fore* On our return, a most placid and calm day was 
converted into a cloudy one, and we had a brisk gale in 
our teeth. Knowing we were quite safe, w^ struck across 
from Hull to Barton; and when we were off Hazel 
Whelps, a place which is always rough, we had some tre- 
mendous swells, which we weathered admirably, and 
(bating our getting on the wrong side of a bank,^ owing to 
the deceitful appearance of the coast) we had a prospers 
Otts voyage home^ having rowed twenty-six miles in l^s 
lljian five hours. 
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TO MR. K. SWANN. 

Winteringfaam, April 6th, 1805, 

MY DEAR KIRKE, 



Your complaint of the lukewarmness of your affec- 
tions towards spiritual things, is a very common one with 
Christians* We all feel it ; and if it be attended with an 
earnest desire to acquit ourselves in this respect^ and to 
recover our wonted fervour, it is a complaint indicative of 
our faithfulness. In cases of Christian experience, I sub- 
mit my own opinion to any body's, and have too serious 
a distrust -of it myself^ to otBsr it as a rule or maxim of 
unquestionable authority; but I have found, and think, 
that the best remedy against lukewarmness, is an obsti- 
nate persisting in prayer, until our affections be moved { 
and a regular habit of going to religious duties with a 
prepared and meek heart, thinking more of obtaining 
communion with Ood, than of spending so many minutes 
in seeking it. Thus, when we pray, we mu^t not kneel ' 
down with the idea that we are to spend so many minutes 
in supplication, and after the usual time has elapsed, 
go libout our regular business; we must remind ourselvet 
that we have an object in prayer, and that until that ob- 
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ject be attuned} that isi until we are satisfied that our 
Father hears us, we are not to conceive that our duty is 
performed, although we may be in th<e posture of prayer 
for an hour. 



TO HIS MOTHER, 



WinteringhaiDy' l2tL April, lS05r 



Mir msAR matutK, 



, I HAV£ constructed a planetarium, or orrery^ o£ a very 
ipmple kind, which cannot fiul to give even children an 
idea of the order and course of the heavenly bodies. I 
shall write a few plain and sin^ple lectures upon it, with 
lessona to be got off by heart by the children, so that you 
will be abl^ without any difficulty, to teach them the rur 
diioenta of astronomy. The machine, simple as it may 
seem, is such that you cannot fail to understand the plar- 
netary system by H; and were it not that I cannot affi>rd 
the additional espence^ I could make it much more com- 
plete and interesting. You must not expect any thing 
striking in the instrument itself as it only consists of an. 
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index-plate^ with rods and balls. — < It will explain the situ- 
ation of the planets^ their courses, the motion of the earth 
and moon, the causes of the seasons^ the different lengths 
of day and n^fat, the reason of eclipses, transits, Sec. 
'When you have seen it, and read the explanatory lec- 
tures, you will be able to judge of its plainness ; and if 
you find you understand it, you may teach geography 
scholars its use* Should it fitil in other points of view, it 
will be useful to Maria and Catharine. 

# * « # 

Remember to keep up the plan of family worship on 
Sundays with strictness until I corner and it will probably 
pave the way for still further improvements, which I may, 
perhaps, have an opportunity of making while I stay with 
you. Let Maria and Catharine be more particularly 
taught to regard Sunday as a day set apart from all 
worldly occupations. — Let them have every thing pre- 
pared for the Sabbath on the preceding day ; and be care- 
fully warned, on that day in particular, to avoid paying 
too great an attention to dress. I know how important 
habits like these will be to their future happiness even in 
this world, and I therefore press this with earnestness; "* 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

WinteringhaiDy 20th May, 1805. 

DEAR NEVILLE, 



My first business must be to thank you for the * * 
• *, which I received by Mr. K, Swann ; you must not 
suppose that I feel reluctance to lie under obligations to 
so affectionate a brother, when I say, that I have felt un- 
easy ever since on more accounts than one. I am con- 
vinced, in the first place, that you have Uttle to spare; 
and I fear, in the second, that I shall prove an hindrance 
to a measure which I know to be necessary for your 
health: I mean your going to some watering-place for 
the benefit of searbathing. I am aware of the nature of 
injuiles received at the joints, especially the knee; and I 
am sure nothing will strengthen your knee more for the 
present, and prevent the recurrence of disease in it for 
the fiiture. I would have you, therefore, if by any 
means ypu can be spared in London, go to one of the 
neighbouring coasts, and take sufiicient time to recover 
your -strength. You may pitch upon some pleasant 
place, where there will be sufficient company to amuse 
you, and not so much as to create bustle, and make a toil 
of reflection, and turn retirement into riot. Since you 
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must be as sensible as I am, that this. is iiecei^»ary for 
your health, I dball fed assured, if you do not go, that I 
am the causey a consideration I would gladly spare my^ 
self. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE- 

Nottingham, June, 1805. 
MY t>£AR BROTHER, 

I WROTE you a long letter from Winteringham some 
time ago, which I now apprehend you have never re- 
ceived, or, if you have, some more important concerns 
have occupied your time than writing to me on general 
subjects. Feeling, however, rather weary to-night, I have 
determined to send this sheet to you, as a proof that, if I 
am not a puncUud^ I am certainly far from a ceremonious 
correspondent. 

Our adventure on the Humber you should have learnt 
jfrom K. Swanuj who, with much minuteness, filled up 
three sides of a letter to his' friend with the account. 
The matter was simply this: He, Almond, and myself, 
made an excursion about twelve* or fourteen miles up the 
Humber ; on our return ran aground, were left by the tide 
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^& a MQtd-bai^ imd were oUiged to remam uk iiDun is 
«]i open boat cspomd to a heavy rain, high innd, and 
^krcaig ctAA, until the tide cose, when two mtem breught 
a boat to our assistance. We got home about twelve 
o'clock at night: no evil consequences ensued, owing to 
our using every exertion we could think of to keep warmth 
in our bodies. 



TO MR- JOHN CHARLESWORTH. 

Nottingham, 27th June^ ld05. 
MT D£AR FRIEND9 

If is some time since I wrote to you, and still longer 
since I heard from you : but you are acquainted with my 
unceremonious diq)08ition5 and will, I hope, pardon *nie 
for obtruding an unbidden guest on your notice. I have 
a question to ask of you in the first jdace, and I shall then 
fill up my letter with all the familiarity of a man taDdi^ 
by your side, and saying any thing, rather than be ac- 
cused of saying nothing* My leisure will scarcely pomit 
me to write to you again while I am here, and I shall 
llierefore make the best use pf the present occasion. 
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We Im?e been fagging thmugh RoIHa's Ancient H]s» 
tory, and some other hirtorical boi^s, as I b^eve, I0 no 
great purpose. RoUin is a valuable and tndy pkras wri* 
ter, but so crammed and garnished with reflections, tbi&t 
you lose the thread of the story, while the poor man is 
prosing about the morality of it ; when too» after aU^ the 
moral is so obvious as not to need insisting upon* You 
may give my compliments to your good friends Galenf 
Hippocrates, and Paracelsus, and tell them I had much 
rather pay them my devoirs at a distance, than come into 
close contact with them or their cathartics. Medical 
Greek, and Medical Latin would act as a sudorific upoii 
any man, who should hear their tremendous technicals 
pronounced with the true ore rotundo of a Scotch physi- 
cian. 

And now, my dear Sir, we will cry a truce to flippancy 
— I have neither time nor inclination to indulge in it to 
access. You and I have been some time asunder in the ^ 
pursuit of our several studies; you to the lively and buqr 
seat of gaiety, fashion, and folly ; — - 1 to the retired haunts 
of a secluded village, and the studious walls of a silent 
and ancient parsonage. At first sight one would think 
that my lot had been most profitabje, as undoubtedly it 
is most secure ; but when we come to c<msider the pre* 
sent state of things in the capital, the boundless oppor* 
tunities of spiritual improvement which ofier themselves, 
and the very superior society which every serious man 
may there join with, the tables seem turned in your fa- 
vour. I hope and trust this is really the case, and thai, 
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with pfaiiosdphicid strength of mind, you haye turAed 
on unregarding ear to the voice of foUy, and continued 
fixed upon the serener and fiir more exquisite occupa-* 
tioas of a religious life* I have been cultivating in re^ 
tirement, by slow and impercejptible degrees, a closer 
communion with Ood; but you have been led, as it 
were, in triumph by the energetic discourses of the 
many good men whom you have had the opportunity 
of hearing, to heights of religious satisfaction, which I 
can at present only sigh for at a distance. I appeal to 
you whether the grace of God is not the source of ex« 
quisite enjoyments? Wliat can be more delightful than 
that sweet and placid calm \(^hich it casts over one's 
mind; or than the tenderness it sheds abroad in our 
hearts, both with regard to God, and our poor fellow-^ 
labourers? Even worldly-minded men confess that this 
life is, at best, but a scene of anxiety, and disappoint- 
ment, and distress. How -absurd then, and inconsistent, 
must be their conduct, when, in spite of this so general 
and confirmed an experience, they neglect what can 
alone alleviate the sorrows of this life, and provide for 
the happiness of the next? How much more is he to 
be envied, who can exclaim with St. Paul, ^< T7ie world 
is crucified unto me, and I unto the nmridJ* <* / have 
leamtf in whatever staie I am, theremth to he content^* 
<< The world passeth away and the lust thereof; d&t he that 
doeth the will of God, abidethfor eoerJ* There is, in truth, 
an indescribable satisfaction in the service of God; \m 
grace imparts such composure in time of trouble, and 
such fortitude in the anticipation of it» at die same tune 
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that it increases our pleasure by making them inho' 
cent» that the Christian, viewed either as militant in this 
troublesome scene, or as a traveller who is hastening, by 
' a difficult, but short journey, to a better country, is a 
most enviable and happy character. The man who lives 
without God in the world, on the other hand, has 
neither rest here, nor "certainty or hope for the future. 
His reflections must, at all times, be dubious and dark, 
not to say distressing: and his most exquisite enjoy- 
ments must have a sting of fear and apprehension m 
them, which is felt when the gay hour is over, and its 
joys no more remembered. Many wicked and dissipated 
men sigh in secret for the state of the righteous, but 
they conceive there are insuperable obstacles in the way 
of religion, and that they must amend* their lives before 
they can hope for acceptance, or even dare to seek ac- 
ceptance with God. But what a miserable delusion is 
this ! If this were truly the case, how awful would be 
the condition of the sinner ! for we know that our hearts 
are so depraved, and so obstinately addicted to sin, that 
they cannot forsake it without some more than mortal 
power to cut asunder the bonds of innate corruption/ 
and loosen the affections from this sinful bondage. I 
was talking a few days ago with a young surgeon who 
is just r^umed from the East Indies, and was expostu* 
lating with him on his dissolute habits : << Sir," said he, 
** I know you are happy, and I would give worlds to be 
able to subdue my passions ; but it is impossible, it never 
can be done: I have made resolution upon resolution, 
and the only effect has bee% that I have plunged deieper 
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into vice than ever/' What could be a stronger ilfafr- 
tration of tbe Scripture Truth, That man's hei|rt ift i^ltii-^ 
rally cocrupt, and desperately wicked? I^ince wiekei^)e9ft ia 
inisiery,. can we conceive that an i^ll-*good and bm^glent 
Gael- would have originaUg^ created man with sm^h a dssr. 
ppaltion? It is sin which, has made the world ai i^alar 
of tears. It is the power of the cross of Jeaus Ghriat 
alone .that can redeem us from our natural depravity : — ^ 
" Yes," my friend, " We know on inhom we have be?- 
lieved; and we are persuaded that he h ahle to keep. 
that which we have committed unto him against the. 
^eat day.'* When I occasionally reflect on th^ history, 
of the times when the great Redeemer appeared, behold 
Gt4 preparingWs way before him. uniting all the dvi- 
lij;ed w(»rld in on^ language (Greek,) for the sqpeedier 
disseminating of the Uessed gospel; and then when I 
compare his precepts with those of the most famous of 
ancient sages, and meditate on his life. Ins manners, his 
suiferangs, and cruel death, I am lost in wonder, lov^ 
a^d gratitude. Such a host of evidence attended him, 
as no power hut that of the devil could withstand. His 
doctrines, compared with the morality of the then world, 
seem indeed to have dropt down from heaven. His meek- 
ness, his divine compassion and pity for, and forgiveness 
oC. his bitterest enemies, convinces me that he was indeed 
the Word ; that he waa what he professed to be, God, 
in hi^ Spn, reconciling the world to himself. These 
thougjit^^ opeoQ my eyes to.my own wretched ingratitude 
and di#r€g^d of so. merdiul and compassionate- ai mas- 
ter ; under such impressioAif, I oonld ardently long, to b» 
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sqiii^ti^ altogether frohi the affairs of this life, and live 
alone to my Redeemer* But, alas!, this does not last 
long— the pleasing outside of the delusive world entices 
mjr heart aWay ; beauty smiles me into a disgust ojf re- 
ligioh, and the fear of singularity frown^ me it^to thi^ 
eohceHLhn'bnl of it. How artfully does the arch-dedeivef 
inrfniiat^ hioiself into our hearts ! He tells li^ thtit there 
fa « d«4 «tf unnedessaiy morosenew in reKgidn, a d^l 
tooniahy humiliating conditions in the gospel, and many 
ignbi'aiit afostirdities in its professors ; whilie, on the' other' 
hbnd, the polite world is so cheerful and pleasing, so fiilF 
of ha)riiile<^ g&iety ahd refined eliegance, that we cahridi^^ 
but love it: This is an insidious species of reasbnihg.' 
Could we but see things in their true colours^ were bid 
die Jixhe varnish qff^ the society of the gospel wbtild^ 
seem an assembly of angels, and that of the world a con- 
gregation of devils : but it is the best way not to reason^ 
with the Tempter. I have a Talisman, v^hich at once 
puts to flight all his arguments; it is the name of my 
Saviour, and against that the gates of hell sAall riot pre* 
vail. That is my anchor and my confidence; I can gO' 
with that to the bed of death, and llfi; up the eyes of the 
dyirig aifld' despairing virretch to the great Intei'cessbt; I 
can ^ with this into the society of the cheerful, and 
coitie a#ay with lightness of hearty and entertainment of 
spritl In eve^ cir'cumstanoel of life I can join with 
Jbb, wbo^ above' fourteien hundred years befere Jesus 
Olfirist, exehdtns^ vd the ftrvolir of h6ly anticipation, << I 
khow tiiat my Rede<3lner liVeth, and thdt he shall stand 
at tbe lifter day upon the earth; and though after my 
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skin worms destroy this body, yet in my flesh shall I see 
God." 

The power of the gospel was never more strongly i%s- 
trated than in the late mission to Greenland. These poor 
and unlettered tribes, who inhabit nearly the extremest 
verge of animal existence, heard the discourses of the 
Danish missionaries on the being of a God with stupid 
unconcern, expressed their assent to every thing that was 
proposed to them, and then hoped to extort some present 
for their complacency. For ten years did a very learned 
and pious man labour among them without the conversion 
of 2k single soul. He thought that he must prove to them 
the existence of a God, and the original stain of our 
natures, before he could preach the peculiar doctrines of 
the gospel, and he could never get over this first step; 
for they either could not understand it, or would not, and 
when no presents were to be had, turned away in disgust. 
At length he saw his error, and the plan of operations 
y^2& altered. Jesus Christ was preached in simplicity, 
without any preparation. The Greenlanders seemed 
thoughtful, amazed, and confounded ; their eyes were 
opened to their depraved and lost state. The gospel was 
received every where with ardent attention. The flame 
spread like wild-fire over the icy wastes of Greenland; 
numbers came from the remotest recesses of the Northern 
Ocean to hear the word of life, and the. greater part of 
the population of that extensive country has in time been 
baptized in the name of the Father, and the Son, and the 
Holy Ghost. 
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I have now filled my sheet. — Pardon my prolixity, and 
believe me, my prayers are o£fered up, frequently, for 
your contjnuance of the path you have chosen. For my- 
self^ I need your prayers — may we be a mutual assistance 
to each other, and to all our fellow-labourers in the Lord 
Jesus. 

Believe me 

Your sincere friend, 

H. K. WHITE* 



TO MR. JOHN CHARLES WORTH. 

Nottingham, 6th July, 1805. 
DEAR CHARLESWORTH, 



I BEG you will admire the elegance of texture and shape 
of the sheet on which I have the honour to write to you, 
and beware lest, in drawing your conclusions, you con- 
ceive that I am turned exciseman; for I assure you I 
write altc^ether in character; — a poor Cambridge scholar, 
with a patrimony of a few old books, an ink-horn, and 
some sundry quires of paper, manufactured as the en- 
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velppes of pounds of tea, but converted into repositories of 
learning and taste. 

The classics are pertainly in disrepute. Tb^ ladies 
hi^ijre no more reyefence for Greeks, ^d L^tip, than they 
have for an old peruke, or the ruffles of Queen Anne* 
I verily believe that they would hear Homer's Greek 
without evidencing one mark of terror and awe, even 
though spouted by an university orator, or a Westminster 
Stentor. O tempora^ O mores! the rural elegance of 
the twanging French hom^ and the vile squeak of the 
Italian Jiddle^ are more preferred than all the energy, and 
all the sublimity of all the Greek and Roman orators, 
historians, poets, and philosophers, put together. Now, 
Sir, as a classic, I cannot bear to have the honourable 
fame of the ancients thus despised and contemned, and 
therefore I have a controversy with all the beaux and 
belles, Frenchmen and Italians. When they teU me 
that I walk by rule and compass, tha[t I balance my body 
with strict regard to the centre of gravity, and that I 
have more Greek in my pate than grace in my limbs, 
I can bear it all in sullen silence, for you know it must 
be a libel, since I am no mathematician, and therefore 
cannot have learned to walk ill by system. As^ fer gnice, 
I. do believe, since I read Xenophon, I am become a 
very elegant man, and in due time shall be able to q)out 
Pindar, dancing in due gradation the advancing, retro- 
grade, and medium steps, according to the regular pro- 
gress of the strophe, antistrophe^ and epode. Yoit and 
I will be very &shionable men, after the manner of the 
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Cbredcs : we will institate an orchestra tor the exercise 
of the ars saUandij and will recline at our meah on the 
legitimate Tridiniom of the andents — only banish all 
modem beaux and belles, to whom I am a professed and 
dedared enemy. 

So much for flippant- 
Vale! S. R. V. B. E. E. Q. V. 

RK. WHITE. 



mm 



TO MR. SERJEANT ROUGH. 

Brigg^ near Winterihghain, July^ lUkS, 
MY BEAR SIR, 

I HAVE just missed you at Lincoln, where I had s9iDae 
expectations of seeing you, and had not circumstances 
prevented, I had certainly waited there till to-morrow 
morning for that purpose. This letter, which I wrote at 
Brigg, I shall convey to you at Kirton, by some person 
going to the session ; many of whom, I have no doubt, 
are to be found in this litigious little town. 

Your mis-directed epistle, to my great sorrow, never 
reached my hands. As I was very anxious to get it, I 



184 



made many enquiries at the postr-offices roimd; but tbey 
were all in vain. I consider this. as a real loss, and I hope 
^ou will regard me as still und^r the pressure of vexation, 
until I receive some substitute from your hands. 

Had I any certain expectation of hearing you address 
the Courts or Jury s^morn, at Kirton, no circumstances 
should prevent me from being present; so do I long to 
mark the dawnings of that eloquence which will one day 
ring through every court in the Midland Circuit I think 
the noise of *»**, the overbearing petulance of ***> 
and the decent assurance of ***j will readily yield to 
that pure, chaste, and manly eloquence, which, I have 
no doubt, you chiefly cultivate. It seems to me, who 
am certainly no very competent judge, that there is an 
uniform mode^ or arty of pleading in our courts, which is 
in itself faulty, and is, moreover, a bar to the higher (ex- 
cellencies. You know, before a barrister begins, in what 
maij^er he will treat the subject ; you anticipate his posi" 
tivenessy his complete confidence in the stability of his 
case, his contempt of his opponent, his voluble exagge- 
ration, arid the vehemence of his indignation. All these 
are as of course. It is no matter what sort of a face the 
business assume : i£ Mr. be all impetuosity, asto- 
nishment, and indignation on one side, we Ifhow he would 
not have been a whit less impetuous, less astonished, or 
less indignant, on the other, had he happened to have 
been retained. It is true, this assurance of success, this 
contempt of an opponent, and dictatorial decision in 
speaking, are calculated to have effect on the minds of a 
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jury; and if it be the business of a counsel to obtain his 

ends by any means, he is right to adopt them ; but the 

misfortune is, that all these things are mechanical, and as 

much in the power of the opposite counsel as in your 

own ; so that it is not so much who argues best, as who 

speaks last, loudest, or longest. True eloquence, on the 

other hand, is confident only where there is real ground 

ibr confidence, trusts more to reason and &cts than to 

imposing declamation, and seeks rather to convince than 

dazzle. The obstrq)erous rant of a pleader may, for a 

while^ intimidate a jury ; but plain and manly argument, 

delivered in a candid and ingenuous manner, will more 

effectually work upon their understandings, and will 

make an impression on which the froth of declamation 

will be lost. I think a man, who would plead in this 

manner, would gain the confidence of a jury, and would 

find the avenues of their hearts much more open, than a 

man of more assurance, who, by too much confidence 

where there is much doubt, and too much vehemence 

where there is greater need of coolness, puts his heturers 

continually in mind ^at he is pleading for hire. There 

seems to me so much beauty in truth, that I could wish 

our barristers would make a distinction between cases, in 

their opinion well or ill-founded, embarking their whole 

heart and soul in the one, and contenting themselves with 

a perspicuous and forcible statement of their client's case in 

the other. 

Pardon my rambling. The cacoethes scribendi can only 
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be used by indulgence, and we have all a ^pco^p&mty to 
%9ik about thiags we do not understand. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

M^teriqghsm, Aogittt fOtb^ l^fS* 

DEAR KEVIIXE, 



I AM very sensible of all your affection, in your anxiety 
that I should not diminish my books; but I dm by no 
means relieved from the anxiety which, on more accounts 
than one, I am under, as to my present situation, so great 
a burthen to the fiunily, when I ought to be a support. 
My father made some heavy comjdiEunts when I was at 
home ; and though I am induced to beliei^ that he is 
epoq^ harassed to lender it very excussUe, yet I cannot 
but ^sel strongly the pec«£arity of my situation ; and^ at 
^7 ^8^ ^^ ashamed that I should add to his burthens. 
At present I have my handfet completely tied behind me. 
When I get to college, I hope to have more opportunities 
of advantage, and, if I am fortunate, I shall probably re> 
lieve my father and modier from the weight which I now 
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ky upon theia, I wish you, if you read ibis letter to my 
ippth^r, tQ Qinit this part. 



^^SB^5S^5^S 



TQ CAPEI. LOFFT, ESQ. 

WinterioghaiD^ Sept. lOth, 1805. 

DEAR SIR, 

Your letter has at length reached me at this place, 
where I have been for the last ten months employed 
in classical reading, with Mr. Grainger. It gives me 
pleasure to hear of you, and of poetry : for, since I came 
here^ I have not only been utterly shut out from all in- 
tercourse with the lettered world, but have totally laid 
aside the pen of inspiration. I have been actuated to 
this by a sense of duty ; for I wish to prove that I have 
not coveted the ministerial office through the desire of 
learned leisure, but with an ardent wish to do my duty as 
a teacher of the truth. I should blush to present myself 
as a candidate for that office in an unqualified and un* 
prepared state; and as I have placed my idea of the 
necessary qualifications very high, all the time between 
now and my taking my degree will be little enough for 
these purposes alone. I often, however, cast a look of 
fond regret to the datling occupations of my younger 
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hours, and the tears rush into my eyes, as I fancy I see 
the few wild flowers of poetic genius, with which I have 
been blessed, withering with neglect. Poetry has been to 
me something more than amusement ; it has been a cheer- 
ing companion when I have had no other to fly to, and 
a delightful solace when consolation has been in some 
measure needful. I cannot, therefore, discard so old and 
faithful a friend without deep regret, especially when I 
reflect that, stung by my ingratitude, he may desert me 
for ever ! 



With regard to your intended publication, you do me 
too much honour by inserting my puerilities along with 
such good company as I know I shall meet there. I wish 
I could present you with some sonnets worthy of your 
work. I have looked back amongst my old papers, and 
find a few verses under that name, which were written be- 
tween the time when " Cliflon Grove" was sent to the 
press, and its final appearance. The looking over these 
papers has recalled a little of my old warmth, and I have 
scribbled some Unes, which, as they owe their rise to your 
letter, I may fairly (if I have room) present to you* I 
cannot read the sonnets which I have found amongst my 
papers with pleasure, and therefore I shall not presume to 
shew them to you. I shall anxiously expect the publica- 
tion of your work. 

I shall be in Cambridge next month, being admitted a 
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Sizar at St. John's. Trinity would have suited my plans 
better, but the expences of that college are greater. 

With thanks for your kind remembrance of me, I re- 
main, 

Dear Sir, 
Very respectfully and thankfully yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 

Yes, my stray steps have wandered, wanderM far 
From thee, and long, heart-soothing Poesy ! 
And many a flower, which in the passing time 
My heart hath register'd, nipp'd by the chill 
Of undesery*d neglect, hath shrunk and died. 
Heart-soothing Poesy ! — Though thou hast ceased 
To hover o'er the many-voiced strings 
Of my long silent lyre, yet thou cans't still 
Call the warm tear from its thrice hallow'd cell. 
And with recalled images of bliss 
Warm my reluctant heart. — Yes, I would throw. 
Once more would throw, a quick and hurried hand 
O'er the responding chords. — It hath not ceas'd — • 
It cannot, will not cease ; the heavenly warmth 
Plays round my heart, and mantles o'er my cheek; 
Still, though unbidden, plays. — Fair Poesy ! 
The summer and the spring, the wind and rain, 
Sunshine and storm, with various interchange. 
Have mark'd full many a day, and week, and month, 
Since by dark wood, or hamlet far retir'd, . 
Spell struck, with thee I loiter'd. — Sorceress ! 
I cannot burst thy bginds ! — It is but lift . 
Thy blue eyes to that deep bespangled vault. 
Wreathe thy enchanted tresses round thine arm. 
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And ntttttler some bbrinirr andchitiii^ Ayoke, 
And I could follow thee, on thynig^t'ft work» 
Up. to the regions of thrice-diaslened fire. 
Or in the caverns of the ocean flood, 
Thrid the light mazes of thy volant foot. 
Yet other duties call me, and mine ear 
Must turn away from the h]|^ nmttlrelsy 
. Of thy soul*trancii^ hafp^ unwillingly 
Must turn away ; there are severer ttndns^ 
(And siirdy liiey are sweet as ever smote 
Hie ear of spirit, from this mortal coil 
Released and disembo^ed;) th^ tfre strains, 
Forlud to all, save those whom solemn thou^ht^ 
Through the probation of revolving years. 
And mighty converse with the spirit of truth. 
Have purged' alid purified. — To these my soul 
Aspired ; and tb this sublimer end 
I g^d myself, and climb the toilsome steep 
With patient expectation. — Yea, sometimes 
Foretaste of bliss rewards me; and sometimes 
Spirits unseen upon my footsteps wait. 
And minister strange music, which doth seem 
Now near, now distant^ now on high, now low^ 
Then swelling from all sides, with bliss cbtaiplete. 
And full fruition filling all the soul. 
Surely sUch ministry, though rare, may sooth 
The steep ascent, and cheat the lassitude 
Of toil ; and but that my fond heart 
Reverts to day-dreams of the summer gone,' 
When by clear fountain, or embowered bfake> 
I lay a listless muser, pri^dng far, 
Above all other lore, the poet's theme; 
But for such recollections I cOiild bfadfe' 
My stubborn spirit for the arduous path' 
Of science unregretting ; eye isifiir 
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And with bold gtep, an4<re$()iute attempt, 
- Pursue her to the innermost recess. 

Where thron'd in light she sits, the Queen of Truth. 

These y^ises form nearly the only poetical eifort of this 
year. Pardon their imperfections. 



TO MR. B, MADDOGK. 

St. John% Oct 18th, 1805. 
MY DEAR BEN) 

I AM at length finally settled in my rooms, and, ac* 
cording to my promise, I write to you to tell you so. 1 
did not feel quite comfortable at first here; but I now 
b^in. to feel at home, and relish my silent and thought., 
ful cup of tea more than ever. Amongst our various oc^ 
cupations, that of attending chapdis to me not' the least 
irjb^om^ for the service is read' in general bdow the ^n 
di my auditory nenre ; but iK^ien they diaunt, I am qaite 
diarmed^ for our organ is fine, and ^ the voices are good. 
This. is, however, only on high days and > festivals, in 
which numbev the present day is to be reckoned, (St. 

My mathematical studies do not agree with me, and 
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you may satisfy yourself I shall never be a senior wrang- 
ler. Many men come up with \ knowledge enough for the 
highest honours, and how can a man be expected to keep 
up with them who starts without any previous jfiind ? Our 
lectures begin on Monday, and then I shall know more of 
college difficulties. 

My rooms are in the top story of the farthest court of 
St. John's (which you perhaps remember) near the clois- 
ters. They are light, and tolerably pleasant; though, as 
there was no furniture in them, and I have not yet bought 
many necessary articles, they look very bare. Your phiz 
over the chimney-piece has been recognized by two of 
my fellow students : the one recollected its likeness to Mr* 
Maddock of Magdalene ; and the other said it was like a 
young man whom he had seen with Mr. Maddock, and 

whom he supposed to be his brother. 

t 

Of my new acquaintances, I have become intimate 
with a Mr. * ^ *, who, I hope, will be senior wrangler. 
He is a very serious and friendly man, and a man of no 
common mathematical talents. He lives in the same court 
with me. Besides him, I know of none whose friendship 
I should value ; and, including him, no one whose hand I 
would take in preference to that of my old friend, so 
long as I see my old friend with his old face. When you 
have learned to be other than what you are, I shall not 
regret that B. M. is no longer my friend, but that my 
former friend is how no more. 
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I walked through Magdalene die other day, and I could 
not help, anticipatixig the time when I should oome to 
drink your tea,^ and swallow your bread and butter, within 
the sacred walls. You must know our college was origi- 
nally a convent for Black Friars ^ and if a man of the 
reign of Henry the Sixth were to peep out of his grave, 
in the adjoining church-yard, and look into our portals, 
judging by our dress and appearance, he mij^t deem us 
a convent of *Black Friars stilL Some of our brethren, it 
is true^ would seem of very unsightly bulk ; but many of 
Ihem, with eyes sunk into their heads, from poring over 
the mathematics, might pass very well for the &sting and 
mortified shadows of penitent monks. 

With regard to the expences of our coU^, I can now 
speak decisively; and I can tell you, that I shall be here 
an independent man. I am a Senior l%Ear, under veiy 
fiivourable circumstances, and, I believe, the profits of 
my situation will nearly equal the actual expences of the 
college. But this is no rule for other colleges. I ajn 
on the best side (there are two divisions) of St John's, 
and the expences here are less than any where else in the 
university. 

I have this week written some very elaborate verses 
for a college prize, and I have at length learned that I 
am not qualified for a competitor, not being a Lady 
Maigaret's scholar ; so that I have lost my labour. — 
Compared with the other m^n of this large college, I 
find I am a respectable classic, and if I had time to giv^ 

VOL. t. o 



194 

io the knguag^ I thkik I should ukimately auccoed in 
them in no n&all degree; but Ais '&tes forbid; mathe- 
ftiatics I must ready uhd ih nm^ietnati^ I know I nerer 
shall estiotl. Th^sie are harassitig reflections for a poor 
yoting Ttoktk gaping 6ft a fellowship ! 

If I choosey I could 6nd a good deal of rdigiious society 
here^ but I must not indulge mytelf with k too much. 
Mr. Simeon's preaching strikes me much. 



I beg you will answer a thousand sudh qncsM^is as 
these without my asking them. 

This is a letter of intdligence : — - Next shall be senti- 

• ■ 

ment, (dr Gothic arch, for they are synonymous Hiceord- 
ing to Mr* M.) 



TO HIS MOTHER- 



St. John% 0Gfpl»er9^, TS05. 



DEAR MOTHER) 

■ « - 



Yotr seem to repose so, Uttle con^ence in what I say 
with regard to my college expences^ that I ain not en- 
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Qonriiged to hoijpe you will give me much credit &r what 
I api about to 3ay ; namelyy that had I no money at all, 
either from my friends or Mr* Simeon* I could manage 
to Utc here. My situation is so. very favourable^ and 
the necessary expences so very few, that 1 shall want very 
little more than will suffice for clothes and books. I 
have got the bills of Mr. *" *» a Sixar of this coU^, 
now before me^ and from them, and his own account, I 
vnH give you a ^tatc^eidt of what my colk^ bilk i#ill 
ampimt to* 



Hius my college expences will Qot be mare thai^ 12 
or 4^15 a>-year at the most. I shall not have any oocar 
^qn for the whole sum I have . a claim upon Mr. Simeon 
for, and if things go well, I shall be able to live widiont 
b^mg dependent on any one. Tlie Mr. * *, whose bills 
I have borrowed, has been at college three' years. He 
came over from * * with ^10 in his pocket, and has 
no friendS) or any income or emolument whatever, ex- 
cept what he receives for his Sizarship ; yet he does 
support himseli^ and that too very genteelly. It is only 
men's extravagance that makes college life so expensive. 
There are Sixars at St. John's who spend £150 a year: 
but they are gay, dissipated men, who choose to be Sizars 
in order that th^ may have more money to lavish on 
thor pleasures. Our dinners and suppers cost us no- 
thing; and if a man choose to eat milk-breakfasts, and go 
without tea, he may live absolutely for nothing; for his 

o 2 
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college emblumehts will cover the test of his expense* 
Tea: is indeed almost superfluous, since- we do not rise 
from dinner, till half past three, and the supper bell rings 
a quarter before nine. Our mode of living is not^ to be 
complained of^ for the table is covered with all possible 
variety; and on feast days, which our fellows take care 
are pretty frequent, we have wine. 

You will now, I trust, feel satL^ed on this subject, and 
will no longer give yourself unnecessary uneasiness on my 

account. 

# # * # 

I was unfortunate enough to be put into unfurnished 
rooms, so that my furniture will cost me a little more than^ 
I expected; I suppose about £15 or perhaps not quite so 
much. I sleep on a hair matrass, which I find just as 
comfortable as a bed] it only cost me j£4 along with 
blankets, counterpane, and pillows, &c. I have three 
rooms -^ a sitting room, a bed room, and a kind of scul- 
lery or pantry. My sitting room is very light and plea- 
sant^ and, what does not often happen, the walk are in 
good case, having been lately stained green. 

. I masit commission my sister to make me a pair of 
letter racks, but they must not be fine, because my fur- 
niture is not very fine. I think the old shape (or octa- 
gons, one upon another) is tlie neatest, and white the best 
colour. I wish Maria would paint vignettes in the squares, 
because then I should see how her drawing prbceeds 
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You must know that these are not intended as mere mat- 
ters of show, but are intended to answer some purpose ; 

» 

there are so many particular places to attoid on particular 
days, that unless a man is very cautious, he has nothing 
else to do than to pay forfeits for non-attendance. A few 
cards, and a little rack, will be a short way of heljj^ing 
the memory. 

I think I must get a supply of sugar from London; for 
if I buy it here, 'it will cost me 19* 6d. per pound» which 
is rather too muth. I have got tea enough to last the 
term out. 



Although you may be quite easy on the subject of my 
future support, yet you must not form splendid^ ideas of 
my success at the university, for the lecturers all speak so 
low, and we sit at such a distance, that I cannot bear a 
syllable. I have, therefore, no more advantage thw if I 
were studying at home. 

I beg we may have no more doubts and fears, at least 
on my score. I think I am now very near being off your 
hands ; and, since my education at the university is quite 
; secure, you need not entertain gloomy apprehensions fer 
the future: my maintenance will, at all events^ be decent 
and reflipectable : and you must not grieve yourself be^ 

cause I cannot be as' rich as an alderman. 

# .# . * * 

o 3 
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Dp not show this letter to all comers^ nor leave it 
about, for people will have a very mean idea of university 
education, when they find it costs so little; but if they 
ans sauey on the sutgect, tell them— *I have a Lord just 
und^ me. 



TO THE REV. JOHN DASHWOOD- 

St John's, Oct 26th, 1805. 

It is now wpmy months since I wrote to you, and I 
have npt reoeited any answer. I should not have troil- 
bled you with, this letter, but that, considering how 
much I owe to you, I thought th^ rules and observances 
of strict etiquette might with moral propriety be dis- 
pensed wUh. 

Sfulfer me therefore to tell you, that I am quietly and 
comfortaUy settled at St. John'si silently conforming 
mysdt to the habits of college life^ and pursuing my 
studies with sudi moderation as I think n&eessary for my 
health. I feel v^ mulsh at hom^ and tolerably happy; 
although the piKniliar advantages of universi^ education 
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^ill ui a great measure be lost tq n^ ^io^e t,bei?e ii^ not 
one of the lecturers whom I am aU^ t^ fa#{ir« 

My literary amUtian is, I think, now &st subiidiDg, 
and a better emubdcai i^ingbg up in ita i oom. I con* 
ceive that, considering the disadvantages under which 
I Ubour, very little can be expected from me iu the Se- 
nate House. I shall not, however, remit my e^tertions, 
but shall at least strive to acquit myself witn credit^ 
though I cannot hope for the moi^^splendid honours. 

With regard to my coUe^ e^^nc^ I have the plea- 
sure to infonn yoo, that my situation is so fevouraWe, 
that I shall be obliged, in strict rectitude^ to wave the 
othrB of many of my friends. I shall not even need 
the sum Mr. 3inieon mentioned after th^ fixftyear; and 
it is not impossible that I may be able to live without 
any assistance at all. I confess I feel pleasure iii the 
thought of this, not through any vain pride of indepen- 
dence^ but because I shall then ^ve a more unbiassed 
testimony to the Truth, than if I were stgoposed tp be 
bound to it by any ties of obligation or gratitude. I 
diall always feel as much indebted for intended, ^s for 
actually afforded assist^oe; and though I should never 
think a sense of thankfulness an pppressiye burthen, yet I 
shall be happy to evince it, when, in the eyes i^the Witldy 
the obligation to it has been disc}iarged. 



I 
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I hope you will ere long relieve me from the pmnfiil 
thought that I lie under your displeasure; and b^^w 
me. 

Dear Sir, 
- I Most sincere^ and affectionately yours, 

H.K. WHITE. 



TO MR. CHARLESWORTa 



9 

Cum diutius \ te firustra litteras expectdssem memet, 
in animum tuum revocare aut iterum otio obtrudere 
nolebam. 

Penes* te erat aut nobiscum denuo per litteras colloqui 
aut fiuniliaritatem et necessitatem nostram silentio dimit* 
tere. Hoc te praetulisse jam diu putaveram, c&m epistola 
tua mihi in maouBi venit. 



Has litteras scribebam intra sanctos Sanctissimi Johan* 
lus CoUcgii muros^ in celeberrimi h&c nostrd academiit 
Cantabrig»« 



y 
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Hie tranquiUitate denique litterarum propria, summS 
cum voluptate conjancta^ fruor. Hie omnes discendi vias, 
omnes scientiss rationes indago et persequor: nescio quid 
tandem evasurus. Cert^ si parum proficio, mihi culpaa 
jure datum erit ; modo valetudo me sinat. 

Haud tamen vereor, si verum dicere cogor, ut satis pro- 
ficiam: quanquam infirmis auribus aliorum kcturas vix 
unquam audire queam. In MatheAiaticis parum adhuc 
pro&ci: utpote qui perarduum eertamen com eruditissi- 
mis quibusque in veterum linguis et moribus versatis jam- 
jam sim initurus. 

His in studiis pro mea perbrevi san^ et tanquam hestemS 
consuetudine haud mediocriter sum versatus. 

Latind minus ekganter scribere videor quam Gh:'8ece : 
Heque vero e&lem voluptate scriptores Latinos lectito 
quam Grsscos: cum autem omnem industrial mese vim 
Romanis litteris opntulerim, haud dubito quin faciles mihi 
et propitias eas &ciam. 

Te etiam revocatum velim ad hsec elegantiii ddiciasque 
litterarum. Qdd enim accommoddtius videri potest aut 
ad animum quoddianis curis laboribusque oppressum refi- 
jciendum et recreandum, aut ad mentem . et fiuniitates in- 
;genii aeuendas^ quam ezquisita et expolita.summlquevi 
et acumine ingeoii elaborata veterum scriptonun opera ? 
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TO HIS BROTHER JAMES. 

St John's, Nov. 1805. 

Snr DEAR JAME8» 

You do not know how anxious I am to hear how jou 
go on in all things; and whether you still persist in stod* 
&stnie8s and seriousness. I know, my dear lad) that your 
heart is too gpod to run into actual vice^ yet I fya the 
example of gay and wicked persons may lead you to 
think lightly of religion, and then who knows where it 
may end? Neville, however, will always be your director, 
and I trust you conceal none, even of your very tboiiglits, 
from him. Continue^ James, to solicit the &ther}y fa* 
perintendance of your Maker, night and mommg. I 
shall not fear for you, while I am. assured you da this 
ferventljf^ and not in a hurried or slov^ly manofi^ 
With constant prayer, we have nothing to fear frop th? 
temptations of the world, the flesh an^ the devil : Qa4 
will bring us through it, and wiU a^ve n$ in ^ midit of 
peril. If we consider the common condition of man's 
life, and the cfvils and misfortimes to whidi we are 4^y 
ei^HMed, we have need to Uess Ood evety mcmeot ffiv 
sparing u% and to b^ of hii»» that whm the day tif mfisr 
fortune oomes^ (and come it must, sooner or later» to aUO 
we may h^ prepared with Christian finrtiteie jendorf 
the. shodc. Whal a treasure do«i the ftUgkCm man 
possess in this, that when every thing eke fails, he has 
Godforhisrefiige; and can look to aworld where he is 
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ttirei throi^h Christ Jesus, that he will not be disap* 
pointed ! 

I do not much heed to what place of worship you may 
go^ lo as you are but a serious and regular attendant Per- 
mit m^ howev^, to explain the true nature of the qnes- 
tidtt with regard to the chureb liturgy, ui order that you 
may^b^ the betteir able to judge. 

Yon know fh:>m the ^pinles of St Paul, that soon after 
the dfoth of Jesus Christ, there were regular churches 
established in various places, ad at Corinth, Galatlisi, Thes- 
salcHiica, &c. &c. Now, we are not certain that thegr 
used forms of prayer <it dU in these churches, much more 
that any pdrt of ours was used in their time ; but it is 
certain, that in the year of our Lord 286, there was a gd* 
ncaral liturgy in use throughout all the churches of Christi 
Hbw, if in that early titn^, when Christians were much 
more like the apostles thah they &re nofw, they uised a form 
of prayer in the churches, it is &ir to ccmdiide Aat the 
practice was not unscriptural ; beside^, at this very time, 
St John the Evaiigelist had not been dead above 100 
years, and one of his disciples, though at a t^ry great age^ 
waa actually living. St Chr^sostom, who lived abovs 8^4 
years after Christ, wrote some of our praya's, and th^ 
greatet part of them have been in general use for a tbour 
sand years. About the year 286, about one thousand five 
htmdred y^H ago, immense multitudes of savagess, the 
Godia and Vandals, being enticed, by the fertility oC the 
Italian country, and the richer of its possesaors^ caiai^ 



204 

down &om Germany, Hungary^ and all the northern pails 
of Europe upon the Roman empire, then enfeebled with 
luxury, and endeavoured to gain possession of the south* 
Thqr were at first repulsed ; bat as fast as they were de- 
feated or slain, new hordes, allured by the . accounts 
which their countrymen gave of its opulence and abun- 
dance, succeeded in. their stead, till the forces of the Ao- 
mans grew unequal to the contest, and gradually gave 
way to the invaders, who, wherever they came, reduced 
every thing to a state of barbarism. The Christians, 
about this time, were beginning to prevail in the Roman 
territories, and under the Emperor Constantine, who was 
the first Christian king, were giving the blow to idolatiy. 
But the savage intolerance of the invaders, who reduced 
the conquered to abject slavery, burned books wherever 
they found them, and even forbade the cultivation of 
learning, reduced them to the utmost distress. At this 
time thi^ wrote and used in their churches, all that, pttt 
of the lAtamf which begins with the Lord's prayer, and 
ends with the prayer of St. Chrysostom. Thus you' see 
how venerably ancient are many of our forms, and how 
little they merit that contempt which ignorant pec^Ie 
pour upon them. Very holy men (men no\if^ we have 
every reason to bdUeve, in heaven) composed them^ and 
they have been used tnmx age to age ever since, in our 
churches, with but few alterations. But you will say 
they were used by the Roman Catholics, who are a very 
superstitious and bigotted set of people. This is no ob* 
jection at all, because the Roman Catholics were not al- 
ways so bad, and what is a proof of this is, that there 
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once was iio other rdi^on in the world; and we cannot 
think that.churdb Very wicked, which God cbose^ onOe^ 
to make the sole guardian of his truth. Hiere have been 
many excellait and pious men among the Roman Catho- 
lics, even at the time their public faith was corrupted* 

You may have heard of the Reformation: yOU know 
it was brought about by Luther and Calvin, in the six- 
teenth century, about 1536. Now, Calvin is the founder 
of the sect of Independants, such as those who meet at 
Castlegate, yet he had a hand in framing the liturgy, 
which, with alterations, w now use^ and he selected it 
in part from the liturgy o;^ She Roman church ; because 
they had received it from the primitive Christians, who were 
more immediately taught by the apostles. The Mefarm^ 
<Ui(m means that change in religion, which was brought 
about, as said before, by Luther and Calvin, in conse- 
quence of the abuses and errors which had crept into the 
Romish Church. 

You may possibly think the responses, or answers of 
the clerk and people, rather ridiculous. This absurdity, 
however, generally consists more in the manner than in 
the thing. They were intended to be pronounced aloud 
by the people, and were used as a means to keep their 
att^tion awake, and shew their suicerity. At the time 
this form was invented, not one man in five or six hun- 
dred could reiEid; and these repetitions answered anoth^ 
purpose, of fixing important ejaculations and sentences 
in their minds. In these days the same necessity does not 
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exist; but we still retain the form on aecotrnt of its other 
advantages, and through reverence of such an antiqpiity, 
as almost vouches for its being aecept^-ble to God, who 
has permitted it 1;o be used by the widest and best of men 
for so long a period* 

I think I have now nearly tired you* Pray write to me 
soon, and believe me, 

My dear James, 

Your very aflfectumate brother, 

H, K. WHITE. 



TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 



St. John's CoU^e, Cambridge, Nov. 10. It05. 



MY DEAR B£K, 



The reasons why I said mathematital studies did not 
agree with me, were these ^^ that I am more indiaed to 
dassical pursuits, and that, considering what disadvan- 
tages I lie under in being ^ea^ I am afraid I cannot ex- 
cel in them. I have at present entirely laid them aaide, 
as I am reading for the univerd^ scholarship^ which 
will soon be vacant: there are esqpected to be 18 or 14 

15 



«07 

candidiE^tcs, Mine of whom are of great note frdxa Eton / 
and I have as mnck expectation of gaining it, as of being 
elected supreme magns over the mysteries of Mithra. 
The scholarship is of no value in itself adequate to the la- 
bour of reading for it, Intt it is the greatest classical ho- 
nour in the university, and is a pretty sure road to afel- 
loneship. My classical abilities here have attracted some 
aftentim, and my l^tin Themes, in particular, have drawn 
fotth enquiries from the tutors as to the place of my edu* 
cation. The reason why I have deteimined to sit for the 
scholarship is this, that to have simply been a candidate 
for it, establiiriies a man's character, as many of the first 
classics in the university have foiled of it. 



I begin now to fed at home m my little room, and I 
wish you were here to see how snugly I sit by my blazing 
fire in the- cold evenings. Ck>llege certainly has charms, 
though I have a few things rankling at my heart which 
will not let me be quite happy. -— Oroj Ora, pro me. 

This last sentence of mine is of a very curious tendency 
to be sure; for who is there of mortals who has not some- 
thing rankling at his heart, which will not let him be 
happy ? 

It is curious to observe the different estimations two 
men make of one aQiother's l^appiness. Each of them 
surveys the external appearance of the other's situation. 
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and,' comparing them with the secfet disquietii^ cijr(mm« 
stanch of his own; thinks him happier;' and- so it is that- 
all the wbrld over, be we &voured as we may, there is al« 
ways something Which others hav^ and which i^e <>ur- 
selves have not, necessary to the completion of oiirfeli«t 
city. I think, therefor^ iq)ofi the whole, th^e is no such 
thing as positive happiness in' this world; and a man can 
only be deemed felicitous, as he is in qprnparison less af- 
fected with positive evil. It is our business, therefore^ to. 
support ourselves under existing ills, with the anticipation 
of fiiture blessings. Life, with all its bitters, is a draught 
soon drunk; and though we have many changes to fear 
on this side the grave, beyond it we know of none* 

Your life and mine are now marked out ; and our call- 
ing is of such a nature^ that it ill becomes us to be too 
much aflfected with cu*cumstan<3es of an external nature. 
It is our duty to bear our evils with dignified silence. Con- 
sidering our superior consolations, they are small in com« 
parisoa with those of others : and though they mia^ cast a 
sadness both over our hearts and countenances, which 
time may not easily remove^ yet they must not interfere 
with our active duties, nor affect our conduct towards 
others, except by opening our heart with wanner sympa* 
thy to thdur woes, their wants, and miseries. 

As you have begun in your religious path,* my beloved 
fiiend, persevere. Let your love to the crucified con* 
tinue as pure as it was at first, while vour zeal is more tem- 
pered, and your piety more rational and mature. I hope 
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yet to live to see you a pious and respected parish priest: 
as for ime — I hope I shall do my duty as I have strength 
and ability, and I hope I shall always continue, what I 
now profess myself 

Your friend and brother, 

H.K. WHITE* , 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

St. John's, Cambridge, 10th Dec. 1805. 
DEAR NEVILLE, 

I AM SO truly hurt that you should again complain of 
my long silence, that I cannot refirain from sending this 
by the post, although I shall send you a parcel to-morrow* 
The reason of my not having sent you the cravats sooner, 
is the difficulty I have found in getting them together* 
since part were in the hands of my ^laundress, and part 
dirty. I do not know whether you will find them right, 
as my linen is in other respects deficient, and I have a 
clause at issue with my washerwoman on that score. This 
place is literally a den of thieves; my bed-maker, whom 
we call SLg^9 fi'om a Greek word signifying a vulture, 
runs away with every thing he can. lay his hands on, and 
when he is caught, says he only borrows them. He stole 
a sack of coals arw^k, as regularly as the week came, 
when first I had fixes ; but I have stopped the nm of this 

VOL* I. r 
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btuHiieHi) by a monslroiik large padloeki tHuch is hmig to 
thip staple of tbe bid. His next trick was to bring me 
four candies for a poimd liistead of sik ; and this trade 
he carried on for some time, until I ioccrdentaUy disco- 
vered the trick; he then ssid he had alwajrs brought me 
right wMal that time, and that then he had brou^t me 
JlveSf but had given Mr* H. (a man on the same stair- 
case) one, because he thought he understood I had bor- 
rowed one of him; on enquiring of Mr.H. he had not 
given him one according to his pretence: but the gentle- 
man was not caught yet, for he declared he had lent one 
to the bed-maker of Lord B. in the rooms below. His 
neatest trick is going to the grocer every now and then 
for articles in your name^ which he converts to his own 
use. I have stopped him here too, by keeping a check- 
book. Tea, sugar, and pocket-handkerchiefs, are his 
naitural perquisites, and I verily believe he will soon be 
fdKng his cahnister out of mine before my face. There is 
no redress for all this; for if you change^ you are no 
better off; they are all alHce. They kno\^ you regard them 
Itt a pack of thieves, and their only coneem is to sted so 
dexterously that they may not be confronted with direct 
{>roof. 



Dp not be surprised at any apparent negUgeQce m my 
letters; my time has so many calls for it, that half iny 
duties lure ncjg^ected. Our college eacan^fttk^ comes 
on next Tuesday, anfl it ia df the utmbit itMtaielA that I ^ 

*^2 
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•Q^nit my»^ wtU tk«r& A month aSier wil} foUow the 
scholarship examination. My time, therefore, at present, 
will scarcely permit the performance of my promise with 
r^p^et to the historical papers, bat I have them in mind, 
m4J«ia KUidbbaitcin perfecting them in a manner 'su- 
fi^ripr tf9 ibm cpmmenoementi 

I woiild fiiin write to my brother James, who must 
)>y no vueaos think I forget him ; but I fear I shall see 
him before I write to him, on the accounts above stated. 
The examination for the scholarship is distinct from that 
of our collie, which is a very important one ; and while 
I am preparing for the one, I necessarily neglect the 
other. 

I wish very much to hear from you on religious topics; 
and remem|)er, that although vxy jiei^^r^ ^t present will 
not allow me to write to you all I wish, yet it will be the 
highest ^litjificiition tO;i9e i^ read your letters, especially 
when they relate to your Christian progress. I beseech 
you not to relax, as you value your peace of mind, and 
the repose of ;a dyisig bed. Z wish y>ou woulij take in the 
Cfari'^tian Obsestver, which is b cheap woidc, and will yidd 
you much profitable annisemeiit I have it here tat Ik)-> 
thi^g, and .can send you up some of the numbers, if yon 
like. 

Remember, and let my mother know, that I have no 
chance for the university scholarship, and that I only sit 

T 2 
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for ike purpose of letting the university know that I am a 
decent proficient in the languages. 

There is one just vacant, which I can certainly get, but 
I should be obliged to go to Peter-house in consequence 
which will not be advisable — but I must make enquiries 
about it. I speak with certainty on this subject, because 
it is restricted to candidates who are in their first year, 
amongst whom I shotdd probably be equal to any. The 
others are open to bachelors. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

St Jciak\ December I6tb, 1805. 

]>£A& NEVILLE) 

In consequence of an alteration in my plans, I shall 
have the pleasure of seeing you at the latter end of this 
week) and I wish you so to inform my aunt. The reason 
of this change is thisy that I have over-read myself, and 
I find it absolutely necessary to take some relaxsition, and 
to give up study entirely, for a short time, in order that I 
may go on better hereafter. 

This has been oooasioned by our college lectures. 
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which I had driven too late, on account of my being oo 
cupied in preparations for the university scholarship ex** 
amination, and then I was obliged to fag so hard for the 
college lectures, as the time drew on, that I could, take no 
exercise. Thus I soon knocked myself up, and I now la- 
bour under a great general relaxation, and much nervous 
weakness. 

Change of air and place will speedily remove these 
symptoms, and I shall certainly give up the university 
scholarship, rather than injure my health. 

Do not mention these things tp my mother, as she will 
make it a cause of unnecessary uneasiness. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

St John's, December 19th, 1805. 
DEAR NEVIUJ:, 

I WAS sorry to receive your letter, desiring me to de- 
fer my journey; and I am sorry to be forced to tell you 
the reason of my coming to town sooner than you wish 
me. I have had an attack of my old nervous complaint^ 
and my spirits have been so wretchedly shattered, that my 

p 3 
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mrg/ami says I shall never be wett tiU I have removed 
somewhere^ where I can have society and amusement. 
It is atery distressing thing to be ill in cdlege,. vrhere 
you have no attmdanoe^ and v^y little society. Mr* 
Catton» niy tutor, has previuled iqxm me, by pressing • 
wishes,, to go into the hall to be examined with the men 
of my year • — I have gone through two e^aminatians, and 
I have one to come; after that is over, he told me I had 
better go to my friends directly, and rdieve myself with 
^oiiiptefe relaxation from study. Under these drcuin* 
stances, the object of my journey to London will be an- 
swered, by the mere residence in my aunt's family, and 
by a Cessation from reading. While I am here, I am 
wretched; I cannot read, the slightest apj^Iication makes 
me &int; I have very little society, and that is quite a 
force upon my friends. I am determined, fherefore, to 
leave this place on Saturday morning, and you may rest 
satisfied that the piu*pose of my journey will be fidly ac- 
complished by the prattle of my aunt's little ones, and her 
care. I am n6t an invalid, since I have no sickness or 
ailment, but I am weak and low-spirited, and unable to 
read. The last is the greatest calamity I caii experience 
of a worldly nature. My mind preys upon itself. Had 
it not been for Leeson, of Clare Hall, I could not have 
gone through this week. I have been examined twice, 
and almost without looking over the subjects, and I hfive 
fpyen satLi&pticMi, but I am obliged to be kc|>t up by 
9tnmg medioDei to enduce this exertioni which » yerf 
great* . • 
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I am happy/ ho/Wemr^ to tell you, I am better; and Mr. 
Farish, the surgeon^ says, a few days will re^establiish me 
wbea I get into another scenes and into society. 



sose*! 



TO HIS MOTHER. 

I^ndon^ DecemWr S4di, ispj. 
MY DEAR MOTHER, 

Yoy will, no doubt, have been surprised at not having 
heard from me for so long a time, and you will be no less 
«, to find that I am writing thk atmyaunfain tliisfer. 
&med city. I have been so much taken up with our col- 
lege examinations of late^ that I could not find time to 
write even to you, and I am now come to town, in prd^ 
to give myself every relaxation said amusement I can; 
for I had read so much at Cambrioge, that my health was 
rather affected, and I was advised to give myself the 
respitjs of a week or a fortnight, in order to recovor 
fitrehgth. I arrived in town on Saturday night, and should 
have written yesterday, in order to remove any uneasiness 
you might feel on my account, but there is no post otk 
Sunday. 

I have now to ccMoimiunicate some agreeable intelli- 
gence to you. Last week b^g the dose of the S£k 

f4 



216 

chaelmas term, and our college examination, our tutor^ 
who is a very great man, sent for me, and told me he 
was sorry to hear I had been ill: he understood I was 
low-spirited, and wished to know whether I frightened 
myself about college expences. I told him, that they 
did contribute some little to harass me, because I was 
as yet uncertain what the bills of my first year would 
amount to. His answer was to this purpose: " Mr. 
White, I beg you will not trouble yourself on this sub- 
ject: your emoluments will be very great, very great 
indeed, and I will take care your expences axe not very 
burthensome — Leave that to me!" He advised me to 
go to my friends, and amuse myself with a total cessa- 
tion from reading. After oiu* college examination (which 
lasted six days) was over, he sent for me agam. and re- 
peated what he had said before about the . expences of 
•the college; and he added, that if I went on as I had 
begun, sixid made myself a good scholar, I might rely on 
•being . provided for by the. coDege; for if the county 
should be ftdl^ and they could not elect me a fellow, 
they would recommend me to another college, where 
•they would be glad to receive a clever man from their 
hands; or, at all events, they could always get a. young 
man a situation as a private tutor in a' nobleman's family; 
or could put him in some handsome way of pre^ment 
<* We make it a rule (he said) of providing for. a clever 
man, whose fortune is small; and you may therefore 
rest assured, Mr. White, that, after you have taken your 
I degree, you will be provided with.a gei\teel competency 

'\ by the college^ He begged I would be un^er no appre- 
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hensions on these accounts : he shook hands with me very 
affectionately, and wished me a speedy recovery. These 
-Btteiitions from a man like the tutor of St. John's, are very 
marked; aiid Mr. Catton is well known for doing more 
than he says. I am sure, after these assurances from a 
principal of so resectable a sociefy as St. John's, I have 
liotUng more to fear; and I hope you will never repine 
on my account again -— according to every appearance my 
lot in life is certain. 



TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

London, Xmas, 1805. 

' ' MY DEAR BEN, 

You would have had no reason to complain of my 
long silence, had I preferred my self-justification to your 
ease. I wrote you a letter, which now lies in my drawer 
at St. John's, but in such a weak state of body, and in 
so desponding and comfortless a tone of mind, that I 
knew it would give you pain, and therefore I chose not 
to send it. I have indeed been ill ; but,, thanks to God* I 
am recovered. My nerves were miserably shattered by 
over-application, and the absence of all that could amuse, 
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and the presence of many things which weighed heavy 
upon my ^irits. When I found myself too ill to ret^ 
and too desponding to endure my own reflections, J dis- 
covered that it is really a miserable thing to be destit^t^ 
of the soothing and supporting hand, when nature most 
needs it. I wandered up and down from one man's 
room to another, and from one college to another, inpi* 
ploring society, a litde conversation, and a little relief qf 
the burthen which pressed upon my spirits; and J am 
sorry to say, that those who, when I was cheerful and 
lively, sought my society with avidity, now when I ac- 
tually needed conversation, were too busy to grant it Our 
college examination was then approadiin^ and I per- 
ceived with anguish that I had read for the university 
scholarship, until I had barely time to get up our private 
subjects, and that as I was now too ill to read, all hope 
of getting through the examination with decent respect- 
ability was at an end. This was an additional grief. I 
went to our tutor, with tears in my eyes, and told him I 
must absent myself from the examination, — a step which 
would have precluded me from a station amongst the 
prize-men until the second year. He earnestly entreated 
me to run the risk. My surgeon gave me strong stimu- 
lants and supporting medicines during the examination 
week, and I passed, I believe, one of the most respects 
able examinations amongst them. As soon as ever it 
was over, I left Cambridge by the advice of my surgeon 
and tutor, and I feel myself now pretty strong. I have 
given up the thoi^ht of sitting for the university scholar- 
ship in consequence of my illness, as the course of my 
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reading was efiectually broken. In this place I have been 
much amused, and have been received with an attention 
in the literary circles lyhich I neither .expected nor de* 
served. But this does not affect me as it once would have 
done: my views are widely altered, and I hope that I 
shall in time learn to lay my whole heart at the foot of 
the cross. 



I hnye cmly one thing more to tell you of about my 
illness: it is, that I have found in a young man, witb 
whom I h^ littJe acquaintance, that kind care and. at- 
tention,, which I looked for in vain from those who pror 
fessed theniselvea my nearest friends. At a time when 
* * * could not find leisure to devote .a single 
evening to his sick friend, even when he earnestly im* 
plored it) William Xieeson constantly, and even ^abist 
my wishes, devoted every evening to the relieving of my 
melancholy, and the elilivening of my . solitary hours. 
With the most constant and affectionate assiduity, he 
gave me my medicines, administered consolation to my 
broken spirits, and even put me to 4e bed. 
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TO MR. P. THOMPSON. 

London, 1st January, 1806. 

s 

SIR, ' 

I OWE it both to my feelings and my duty, that I 
should thank you for the kind enquiries you have thought 
it worth while to make concerning me and my ai&irs. I 
have just learned the purport of a letter received from 
you by Mr. Robinson, the bookseller; and it is a pleasing 
task to me, at the same time that I expr^s my sense of 
your benevolent concern in my behalf to give you, my- 
self, the information you require. 

The little volume which, omsidered as the production 
of a very young man, may have interested you, has not 
had a very great sale, although it may have had as much 
countenance as it deserved. The last report I received 
from the publishers, was 450 sold. So far it has an- 
swered the expectations I had formed from it, that it has 
procured me the acquaintance, and perhaps, I may say, the 
friendship, of men equally estimable for their talents and 
their virtues. Rewarded by their countenance, I am by 
no means dissatisfied with my little book ; indeed I think 
its merits have, on the whole, rather been over-rated than 
otherwise, which I attribute to the lenity so readily af- 
forded to the faults of youth, and to the promptitude 
with which benevolent minds give encouragement where 
encouragement seems to be wanted. 
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With r^ard to my personal concerns, I have succeeded 
in placing myself at Cambridge, and have already kept 
one term. My college is St John's, where, in the rank 
of Sizar, I shall probably be enabled to live almost inde- 
pendently of external support: but should I need that 
support, I have it in my power to draw on a friend, whose 
name I am not permitted to mention, for any sum not ex- 
ceeding j€30 per annum. With habits of frugality, I shall 
never need this sum ; so that I am quite at ease with re- 
spect to my college expences, and am at full leisure to 
pursue my studies with a free and vacant mind. 

I am at present in the great city, where I have come, 
in consequence of a little injudicious application, a suitor 
to health, variety, and amusement. In a few days I shall 
return to Cambridge^ where (should you ever pass that 
way) I hope you will not forget that I reside there three- 
fourths of the year. It would, indeed, give me pleasure 
to say personally how much I am obliged by your en- 
quiries. 

I hope you will put a favourable construction both on 
the n^inuteness and the length of this letter, and permit ^ 
me to subscribe myself, 

Sir, 
Very thankfully and obediently. 

Yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 
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TO MR. B. HADDOCK. 

' ^ * " 

St« Jq1is!s, February 17th, U06. 
BEAR JUBN^ 



Do not dmk I asm reeidag biurd : I believe it is all 
Q>ver Trith iliat I have had a recurrence of my. old cosn- 
plasixt within lliis last four or fi?^e days^ wbl^b ha@i half 
unnerved me for every thing. The state of my Mfdth is 
really miserable ; Z am well and lively in the niomii^, 
and overwhelmed with nervous horroits in the eve^iing. I 
do 'Bot know how to proce^ with i^egard to my ^tjudies-— 
a very slight over-stretch of the mind in the df^-^time^ oc- 
casions me not only a sleepless nighty but a night of ^feoiw 
and horror* The systole and diastole of my heart seem 
to 'be |daying at ball — the stakes my jitfe. I qim only 
say the game is not yet decided -^ I aUude to the vkdence 
of the palpitation. 

I am going to ^ount:the Go^mz^pf^ hills this morn- 
ing, in quest of a good jaight's sleep. The Gog-magog 
hills for my body, and the Bible for my mind, are my 
only medicines. I am sorry to say, that neither are quitei 
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adeqiMte. Cm^ igUurg dandum esi viHo P Mtkiprorsus. 1 
hope, as tbe mmuner coine% my spirits (which have been 
with the swallows a winter's journey) will come with it. 
When my spirits are restored, my health will be restored 
— the ,/6fM mali lies ther^. Give me serenity and equabi- 
lity of mind, and all will be well there. 



IX) HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

St. John's, llth March, 1S06. 

DEAR NEVILLE, 

» • * * ■ 

* * * # 

I HOPE you read Mason on Self-knowledge now and 
then. It is a useful book; and it will help you greatly 
in framing your spirit to the ways of humility, piety, and 
peace. Reading, occasional meditation, and constant 
prayer, wiU infidlibly guide you to happiness, as fiur as 
we ctm be happy here ; and wiU help you on your way to 
that blessed abode, where I hope, ardently hope, we shall 
all meet hereafter in the assembly of the saints. Go 
coolly and deliberately, but determinately, to the work of 
your salvation. Do nothing here in a huri'y; deliberate 
upon every thing ; take your steps cautiously, yet with a 
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simple reliance on the mercy of your God and Saviour } 
and wherever you see your duty lie, lose no time ia act-» 
ing up to it. ' This |s the only way to 'arrive at comfort in' 
your Christian career ; and the constant observance of this 
maxim will, with the assistance of God, smooth your way 
with quietness and repose, even to the brink of eternity, 
and beyond the gulph that bounds it. 

I had almost dropped the idea of seeing Nottingham 
this next long vacation, as my stay in Cambridge may be 
importantly useful; but I think now, I shall go down 
for my health's, and more particularly for my mother's 
sake, whom my presence will comfort, and perhaps help. 
I should be glad to moor all my family in the harbour 
of xeligious trust, and in the calm seas of religious peace* 
These concerns are apt, at times, to escape me ; but they 
now press much upon my heart, and I think it is my 
first duty to see that my family are safe in the most im- 
portant of all affairs. 
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TO THE REV. J. PLUMBTRE. 



St. John's, March I2di, 180«. 

D£AR SIR9 

I HOPS you will excuse the long delay which I have 
made in sending the song. I am afraid I have trespassed 
x>n your patience^ if indeed so unimportant a subject can 
have given you any thought at all. If you think it worth 
while to send the song to your publisher, I should prefer 
the omission of the writer's name, as the insertion of it 
would only be a piece of idle ostenta.tion, and answer no 
end. My name will neither give credit to the verses, nor 
the verses confer honour on my name. 

It will give me great pleasure to hear that your la« 
bours have been successful in the town of * * *, 
where, I fear, much is to be done. I am one of thos^ 
who think that the love of virtue is not sufficient to make 
a virtuous man ; for the love of virtue is a mere mental 
preference of the beautiful to the deformed ; and we see 
but too often that immediate gratification outweighs the 
dictates of our judgment. If men could always perform 
their duty as well as they can discern it, or if they would 
attend to their real interests a& we]l as they can see 
them, there would be little occasion for moral instruc- 
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tion. Sir Richard Steele, who wrote like a saint, and 
who, in his Christian Hero, shews the strongest marks 
of a religious and devout heart, lived, notwithstanding all 
this, a drunkard and a debauchee. And what can be 
the cause of this apparent contradiction ? Was it that he 
had not strength of mind to act up to his views ? Then a 
mail's salvation may depend on strength of intellect ! ! 
Or does not this rather shew that superior motives are 
wanting? That assistance is yet necessary, when the 
ablest of men has done his utmost ? If then such aid be 
necessary, how can it be obtained? — by a virtuous life?— 
Surely not: because, to liw really a virtuous life, im- 
plies this aid to have been first given. We are told in 
Scripture how it may be attained, namely, by humble 
trust in the Lord Jesus Christ, as our atoning sacrifice. 
This, therefore, is the foundation of religious life, and as 
such, ought to be the fimdamental principle of religious 
instruction. This is the test of our obedience, the indis- 
pensible preliminary before we can enjoy the favour of 
God. What, therefore, can we urge with more pro- 
priety from the pulpit than faith?-— to preach morality 
does not include the principle of faith — to preach &ith 
includes every branch of morality, at the same time that 
it affords it, its present sanctions and its stroiigest incite- 
ments. 

I am afraid I haye trespassed on your patience, and I 
must beg of you to excuse the badness of the writings 
tor which J have the plea of illness* I hope your healdi 
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is jet firm, aiid that God w3l In mercy proiper your en* 
deavduri^ fot tihfi good of your flock. 

I to) dear Sir,* 

Vefyrcspectflilly yours, • « 

H:K.WHiTR 



TO HIS MOTHER. 



St John's, Cambridge, April, 1 806. 



DEAR MOTHER, 



I AM quite unhappjr- to see you so anxious on jny ac- 
count, and also that you should think me neglectful of 
you. Belifeve' ttte^ my dear mother, my thoughts are 
often with you. Never do I lay myself on. 'my. bed, 
before you have all passed be&re me in my prayers; and 
one of my first earthly wishes is to make you comfortr 
able^ and provide that rest and quiet for your mind 
which you so much need y and never ' fear but I ^all 
have it in my power some time, or other. My prospects 
lirear a flattering appearance. X shallbe almost sure of 
|i fellowship somewhere or other, and Nthen, if I get a 
curacy in Cambridge, I shall have a clear income of 
1701. per annum, besides my board and lodging, perhaps 
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more. If I do not reside in Cambridge, I shall have 
some qiuet parsoniige^ where you may come and spend 
the summer months. Maria and Kate/will then be older, 
and you will be less missed. .On all accounts you have 
much reason to indulge happier dreams. My health is 
considerably better. Only do you take as much care of 
yours as I do of mine, and all will be well. I exhort, and 
entreat, and beseech you, as you love me, and all your 
children, that you will take your bitters witliout ceasing. 
As you wish me to j)ay regard to your exhortations, attend 
to this. 



TO HIS MOTHER. 

St. John's^ April, 1805. 
PfiAR IffOTHCR, 

I AM a good deal surprised at not having heard from 
you ih answer to my last You will be surprised to hear 
the purport of my present letter, which is no less than 
that I shall spend the ensuing .Easter vacation in Notting- 
ham. The rea^ipiis which have induced me to Inake this 
so wide an alteration in my pljan, are these: I haiVe had 
some symptoms of the return of my old complaint, and 
both my doctor and tutor think I had better take a fort- 
night's relaxation at home. I hope you will not think I 
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have neglected exercise, since I have taken more thi» term 
than I ever did before ; but I shall enlarge my hours of 
recreation still more^ since I find it necessary, for my 
health'ft sak^ so to do. 

You need not ^ve yourself any uiieasiness as to my 
health, for I am quite recovered. I was chiefly afflicted 
with sleeplessness and palpitations of the heart, wbidv 
symptoms have now disappeared, and 1 am quite restored 
to my former good health. My journey will re-establish 
me completely, and it will give me no small pleasure to 
see you after so long an absence from home. I shall be 
very idle while I am at Nottingham ; I shidl only amuse 
mysdf with teaching Maria and Kate. 



■•■■■■** 



(SUPPOSEB TO BE ADDRESSED) 

TO MRS. WEST. 

I HAV]B stolen your first volume of Letters from the 
chimney-piece of a coU^ firiend, and I have been so 
much pleased both with the spirit, conduct, and style of 
the work, that I cannot refrain from writing to tell you 
so» I shall read the remaining volumes immediately ; 
but as I am at tUs moment just in that desultory mood 
when a man can best write a letter, I have determined 
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not to delay what, if I defer at all, I shall probably not do 
at alL . 

Well, then, my dear Madam, although 1 have insi- 
diously given you to understand, that I write to tell you 
how much I approve your work, I will be frank enough 
to teH you likewise, that 1 think, in one point, it is 
faulty ; and that, if I had not discovered what I consider 
to be a defect in the book, I should probably not havifi 
written for the mere purpose of declaiming on its excel- 
lencies. 

Start not, Hadam ; it is in that very point whereon you 
have bestowed most pains, that I think the woi4c is faulty 
'"^Meligion. If I mistake not, there will be some little 
confusion of idea detected, if we examine this part nar- 
rowly; and as I am not quite idle enough to write my 
opinions without giving the reasons for them, I will en- 
deavour to explain why I think so^ 

Religion, t^en, Madam, I conceive to be the service a 
creature owes to his Creator ; and I take it for granted, 
that service implies some self-denial, and some labour; 
for if it did not involve something unplea^ng to our- 
selves, it would be a duty we should all of necessity per- 
form. Well, then, if religion call for sel&deoial) there 
must be soi^e motive to induce men voluntarily to undergo 
such privations as m^ be consequent on a religious 
life, and those motives mu$t be audi as afiect' either tfa^ 
present state at existence, or some other future state of 

IS 
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existence. Certainty, then» those motives which arise 
from the expectation of a fiiture 9tate of e:|d8tence9 mtist^ 
in reality, be infinitely more important thap those whicl> 
are ibnnded in temporal concemsi although, to mwkini^^ 
the immediate presence of temporal things' may outweigh 
the .distant apprehension of the future. Granting, there- 
fore^ that the future world is the main object of our reli- 
gious exercises, it will follow, that they are the most im- 
portant concerns of a man's life, and that every other 
consideration is light and trifling in the comparison. For 
the world to come is everlasting, while the present world 
is but very short. Foolish, then, indeed, and short* 
:8ighted must that creature be^ which can pi:efer the 
conveniences and acccmunodations of the present to the 
happiness of the eternal future. 

AU Christains, therefore, who undertake to lay dowp g 
chart for the yomig and inexperienced, by which they 
may steer with security through the ocean of life, will be 
expected to make religion a prominent feature on the caur 
vass; and that too not only by giving it a larger space, but 
by enforcing the superiority of this consideration to every 
other. Now this is what I humbly conceive you have not 
altogether ^one ; and I think, indeed, if I be competent 
to judge, you have failed in twp points; — in making reli* 
gion only a subordinate consideratipii to a young man, and 
in not defining distinctly the i^ssentials of religion. 

. I ivould ask you, dien, in what Wiay you so impress 
religion on the mind of your son, ^ qv^ wpuld exQeQt 
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that person wotild impress it who was cc^scious that' it 
was of the first importance. Do you instn^t him to turn 
occasionally} when his leisure may permit, to pious and 
devout meditation ? Do you direct him to make re%ion 
the one great aim and end of his being? Do you exhort 
him to fi-equent private and earnest prayer to the Spirit 
of Holiness, that he would sanctify all hls^ doings ? Do 
you teach him that the praise or the censure, the. admi<» 
raticm or the contempt of the world, is of little imporl>- 
ance^ so as his heart be right before the Great Judge? 
Do you tell him that, as his reason now opens, he should 
gradually withdraw from the gayer and occasi(HialIy more 
unlicensed diversions of the world — the ball*room, ^the 
theatre, and the public concert, in order that he may 
abstract his mind more from the too-ftscinating delights 
of life, and fit himself for the new scene of existence, 
which will, tooner or later, open upon his view? Noi,' Ma- 
dam, I think you do not do this. You tell him there is a 
deal of enthusiasm in persons who, though they mean 
well, are over strict in their religious performances. You 
tell him, that assemblies, dances, theatres, are elegant 
amusements, though you couple the fine arts, with them, 
which I am sorry to see in such company. I, too, km 
enthusiastically attached to the fine arts. Poetry, paint- 
ing, and music,^ are amongst my most delicious and 
chastest pleasures; and happy, indeed, do I feel, when I 
can make even these contribute to the great end, and draw, 
my soul from its sphere, to fix it on its Maker and Re- 
deemer. I am fqnd, too, of tragedy ;^ and though I do not 
find it with so much purity and chastity in Sbakespeaoe 
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ag in the old Greek dramatists, yet I know how to appre-* 
ciate its beauties in him too. Besides these, I have a 
thousand other amusements of the most refined nature, 
without either theatres, balls, or card tables. The theatre 
is not in itself an. immoral institution, but in its present 
state it is; and I feel much fer an uncorrupted, fraok lad 
of fourteen, who is permitted to visit this stew of licentious- 
ness, impud^ice, and vice* Your plan seems to me this : 
— Teach a boy to lead an honest, upright life, and to do 
his duty, and he wUl gain the good will of God by the 
very tenor of his actions. This is, indeed, an easy kind of 
religion, for it ifwolves no self-denials but true religion 
does involve self-denial. The inference is obvious. I say 
it invdves no self-denial ; because a well-educated sensible 
lad will see so many inconveniences in vicious indulgences, 
that he will chuse the virtuous by a natural effort of the 
understanding; and so, according to this system, he will 
ensure heaven by the soundness of his policy and the 
rectitude of his understanding. 

Admitting this to be a true doctrine, Christianity has 
been of no material service to mankind ; and tlie Son of 
Ciod might have spared his blood; for the heathens knew 
aU this, and not only knew it, but many of them put it 
into practice. What then has Christianity done?— But 
the Scripture teaches us the reverse of this : it t^ches us 
to give God our whole heart, to live to him, to pray con- 
tinually, and to fix our afiections^ not on things temporal, 
, but. on things etemaL Now, I ask you, whether, without 
any sof^stryi or any perversion of the meaning of words. 
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you can Tieconcile this with your religious instructioii to 
your son? 

I think, likewise, that you do not define the essentials 
of region distinctly. We are eilher saved by the atone- 
ment of Jesus Christ, or we are not ; and if we are^ then 
all men are necessarily saved, or some are necessarily not 
saved; and if some are not saved, it must be from causes 
either existing in the individuals themselves, or from 
causes existing in the economy of God's dispensations.^ 
Now, Madam, we are told that Jesus Christ died for 
all; but we grant that all are not saved.. Why then are 
some not saved ? It is because they do not act in a man- 
ner worthy of God's favour ! Then a ihan^s salvation de- 
pends upon his actions. But we axe tbld in Scripture, 
that it does not depend on his actions -»^^ By faith are 
" ye saved, without the works of the law:" — therefore it 
either must depend on some other effort of the creature, 
or on the will of the Creator. I will not dispute the 
question of Calvinism with you ; I will grant that Cal- 
vinism is indefensible; but this all must concede who be- 
Keve the Scriptures, that we are to be saved by faith only 
through Jesus Christ. I ask, therefore, whether you 
have taught thb to your son ; and I ask whether there is 
one trait in your instructions, in common with the hum- 
bling, self-denying religion taught by the Apostles, by 
the liomilies of our church, and by all the reformers? 
The chief argument of the latter against the RcHuish 
church, was their asserting the validity of works. Now, 
what id^as must your son have of C^riDtain faiA ? Y^v 
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tiay^ that even Shakespeare $ debauchees were believers 2 
and he is given to understand, that he is a good Chris- 
tian| if he do his duty to his master and fellows, go to 
church every Sunday, and keep clear of enthusiasm. 
And, what has Jesus Christ to jio with your system; and 
where is that faith banished, of which ^vefy page of 
Scripture is fiiU ? — Can this be right ? " Closet devofiotC^ 
is the means of attaining faith ; and hup^ble prayer is the 
true means of arriving at fervency in religion, without 
enthusiasm. You condemn Sodnianism ; but I ask you 
where Jesus Christ appears ip your scheme, and where 
the inflneuces of (he Holy Ghost, and ^ven his names, are 
banished from it ? 
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TO MR. P. THOMPSON. 

Nottingham, April 8th, isOc. 
D£AR SIB, 

1 siKCERELir beg your pardon for my ungrateful 
disregard of your polite letter. The intervening period 
has been so much taken up, on the one hand, by ill 
health, and on the other, by occupations of the most 
indispensible kind, that I have neglected almost all my 
friends, and you amongst the rest. I am now at Not- 
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tinghaniy a truant from study, and a rejected votary at the 
shrine of Health ; a few days will brmg me back to the 
margin of J;he Cam, and bury me once more in the busy 
routine of college exercises. Before, however, I am again 
a mail of bustle and occupation, I snatch a few moments 
to teU yoii how much I shall be gratified by your corres- 
pondency and how greatly I think myself flattered by your 
esteeming mine worth asking for. 

The little sketch of your past occupations and present 
pursuits interested me. Cultivate, with all assiduity, 
the taste for letters which you possess. It wilt fo^ a 
source of exquisite gratification to you : and if directed 
as it ought to be, and I hope as it will be directed, it will 
be more than gratification, (if we imderstand pleasure 
alone by that word) since it will combine with it utility 
of the highest kind. If polite letters were merely instru- 
mental in cheering the hours of elegant leisure, in aSbrd- 
ing refined and polished pleasures, uncontaminated with 
gross and sensual gratification^ thqr would still be var- 
luable; but in a degree infinitely less tbpn when they 
are considered as the handmaids of the virtues, the cor« 
rectors as well as the adomei^ of society. But literature 
has, of late years, been prostituted to all the purposes of 
the bagnio. Poetry, in particular, arrayed in her most 
bewitching colours, has been taught to exercise the arts 
of the Leno^ and to charm only that she may destroy. 
The ' Muse, who once dipped her hardy wing in the 
chastest dews -of Castalia, and spoke nothing but what 
had a tendency to confirm and invigorate the manly 
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mrdovr of a yirtaous n&nd, now breathes only the voIup« 
tuous lahguishings of the hiudiot, and^ like the brood of 
Circey touches her charmed chords with a grace, that, 
while it ravishes the ear, deludes and beguiles the senseb 
I ckU to witnesr^liitr. Moor% and the tribe of imitators 
which his success has called forth, that my statement is 
true. Lord Strangford has trodden faithfully in the steps 
of his pattern. 



I hope^ for the credit of poetry, that the good sense of 
the age will scout this insidious school; and what may we 
not eiqpect^ if Moore and Lord Strangford apply them- 
sdrest to a chaster muse ? — They are both men of uncom- 
mcm powers. You may remember the reign of Darwinian 
poetry^ and the fopperies of Delia Crusca. To £hese suc- 
ceeded the school of Simplicity^ in which Wordsworth, 
Southey, and Coleridge, are so deservedly eminent. I 
think that the new tribe of poets endeavour to combine 
these too opposite sects, and to unite richness of Ian- 
guage, and warmth of colouring, with sunpUdty and pa- 
thos. They have certainly succeeded ; but Moore unhap- 
pily wished to be a Catullus, and from him has sprung the 
lioentf ousness of the new schooL Moore's poems and his 
translations will, I think, have more influence on the fe- 
male society of this kingdom, than the stage has had in 
its'm)orsi period^ the reign of Charles IL Ladies are pot 
ashamed of hii^itig the delectable Mr. Little on their toi- 
let, which is a pretty good proof that his voluptuousness 
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i6 considered bM ^ite veiled bj the sentimeiital garb in 
ivlileh it is clad. But voluptnbusiies^ is not tke leiiis dan* 
gerous for- having soibe slight resemblaiice of . the veil of 
modesty. On tfa^' cbntraay, her fiiscinations are infinitely 
more powerful in this fetiriiig habit than whea she boldly 
prdtrudeii herself on the gamer's eye, arid openly solicits his 
attention. The broad indecency of Wycherley, and his 
contemporaries, was not half so dangerous as this insinua^ 
ting and half-covered moci-delicacy, which makes use of the 
blush of modesty in order to heighten the charms of vice. 

« 

I must conclude somewhat abruptly, by begging you 
will not punish my negligence towards you, by retarding 
the pleasure I shall receive from your answer. 

I am 
Very truly yonrs^ 

H. K. WHITE. 

f 

Address to me, St. John's College, Cambridge. 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLR 

* 

St. John's, Maj, 1806. 

MY DEAR NEVILLE, 



My long-delayed and very ^nciently-promised letter to 
Charlesworth, will reach him stortly. Tell him that I. 
hgLve written once to him in Latin; but that haying torn 

the paper in two by a mistake^ I could not summon reso* 

* 

lution to copy it. 

I was glad to hear of the eclat with which he disputed 
and came off on so difficult a subject as the Nerves ; and 
I beg him, if he have made any diacoveries, to communi- 
cate them to me^ who, being persecuted by these same 
nerves, should be glad to have some better acquaintance 
with my invisible enemies. ^ 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

St. John's, June 50tb, 1806. 
DEAR NEVILLE, 

I RECEIVED your letter yesterday ; and I hope you will 
not think my past silence at all in need of apology, whea 
you know that our examination only closed on ^turday. 

I have the satisfaction of informing you, that, after a 
week's scrutiny, I was deemed to be the first man. I 
had very little hopes of arriving at so distinguishing a 
station, on account of my many checks and interruptions. 
It gave me great pleasure to obsmre how all the men re- 
joiced in my success. It was on Monday that the classes 
were published. I am a prize man both in the mathema- 
tical and logical, or general examinatipn, and in Latin 
composition. 

Mr. Catton has expressed his great satisfaction at my 
prpgress ; and he has offered to supply me with a private 
tutor for the four months of the vacation, fi'ee of any ex* 
pence. This will cost the coll^ twelve or fifteen guineas 
at least. My last term bill amounts only to 4l. 5s. Sd. af- 
ter my exhibitions are deducted. 

I had engaged to take charge of a few classical pupils 
for a derglyman in Wftrwickahire^ during one month of 
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the Tacation, fbr'whidi I was to receit^e, besides mjr 
board, &c. &c. ten guineas; but Mr. Catton says this h 
a piece of extreme folly, as it will consume time, and do 
me no good. He told me, therefore, positively, that he 
would not give me an eseat, without which no man can 
leave his college for the night. 

I cannot, therefore, at all events, visit Nottingham with 
my aunt, nor meet her there. 

r 

I could now, if I chose^ leave St. John's College, and go 
to another with great edat ; but it would be an unadvise- 
able step. I believe, however, it will be impossible for 
them to elect me a fellow at St. John's, as my county in 
under particular restrictions. They can give me a fellow" 
ship of smaller value, but I had rather get one at another 
college: at all events, the smaller colleges will be glad to 
elect me from St. John's. 



With regard to cash, I manage prietty Well, though my 
fund i& at present at its lowest ebb. My bills, however^ 
are paid; and I have no occasion for money, except as a 
private convenience. The question therefore is, whether 
it will be more inconvenient to you than convenient to md 
for you to replenish my purse. Decide impartially. I have 
not drawn upon my mother since Christmas, except for 
the expence of my journey up from Nottingham to Cam* 
bridge ; nor do I mean to do it till next Christmas, when^ 
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as I have ordered a smt of clothoi^ I shall liave a good 
many calls<for money. 

Let me have a long letter from you soon* 



TO HIS AUNT. * 

St. John's, Cambridge, Jan.eth, 1806. 
MY DEAR AUNT, 

I AM at length once more settled in my rooms at Cam- 
bridge ; but I am grown so idle, and so luxurious, since I 
have been under your hands, that I cannot read with half 
my usual diligence. 

* 

I hope you concluded the Christmas holidays on Mem- 
day evening, with the customary glee; and I hope my 
uncle was well enough to partake of your merriment. 
You must now begin your penitential days, after so much 
riot and feasting; and, with your three little prattlers 
around you, I am sure your evenings wiU' flow pleasantly 
by your own fire-side. Visiting and gaiety are v^ well 
by way of change; but there is no enjoyment so lasting as 
that of One's own &mily« Elizabeth will soon be old 
enough to aitiuse you with her conversation ; and, I trustt 



* This letter is misplaced, not having been received in time to be in- 
serted in right ord^. 
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f(m will take every opportunity of teaching her to put 
the right value on things, and to exercise her own good 
l^ense. It is amaadng how soon a child may become s 
real comfort to its mother, and how much even young 
minds will form habits of affection towards those who 
treat them like reasonable b^ngs^ capable of seeing the 
right and the wrong of themselves. A very little girl may 
be made to understand that there are some thii^ which 
are pleasant and amusing, which are still less worthy of 
attentioir than others more disagreeable and painfuL 
Children are, in general, fond of little ornaments of dres% 
especially females n and though we may allow them to be 
elevated with their trifling ^lendours, yet we should not 
forget to remind them, that, although people may admire 
their dress, yet they will admire them much more tot 
their good sense, sweetness of temper, and generosity of 
disposition* Children are very quick-sighted to discern 
whether you approve of them, and they are very proud 
of your approbation when they think you bestow it : we 
should therefore be carefol how we praise them, aJld for 
what. If we praise their dress, it should be slightly, and 
as if it were a matter of very small importance ; but we 
should never let any mark of consideration, or goodness 
of heart, in a child, pass by, without some token of ap- 
probation. Still we must never praise a child too much, 
nor too warmly, for that would beget vanity ; and when 
praise is moderately, yet judiciously bestowed, a child va» 
lues it more, because it feels that it is just. I don't like 
poaishments. You will never torture a child into duty j 

R 2 
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but a sensible child will dread the frown of a judicious 
mother, more than all the rods, dark rooms, and scolding 
school-mistresses in the universe. We should teach our 
children to make friends of us, to communicate all their 
thoughts to us; and while their innocent pratde will 
amuse us, we shall find many opportunities of teaching 
them important truths, ahnost without knowing it 

I admire all your little ones, and I hope to.see Elizar 
beth one day an accomplished and sensible girl. Give my 
love to them, and tell them not to forget their cousin 
Henry, who wants a housekeeper at college f 

Though I have written so long a letter, I am, indeed, 
offended with you, and I dare say you know the reason 
very weU. 



P.S. W|ienever you are disposed 
think of me» 
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TO ms SISTER. 

St.John% June 25th, 1806. 

MY DEAR SISTER, 



The intelligence you gave me of Mr. Forest's illness. 
Sac* &c. cannot affect me in any way whatever. The 
mastership of the school must be held by a clergyman i 
and I very well recollect that he is restrained from hold- 
ing any curacy, or othejr ministerial office. The salary is 
not so large as you ihention: and if it were, the place 
would scarcely be an 6bject to me ; for I am very certain, 
that if I chuse, when I have taken my degree, I may have 
half a dozen pupils to prepare for the university, with a 
salary of lOOl. per annum, which would be more req>ect- 
able, and more consonant to my habits and studies, than 
drilling the fry of a trading town, in learning which they 
do not know how to value. Latin and Greek are nothimg 
like so much respected in Nottingham as Wingate's 
Arithmetic. 



It is well for you that you can still enjoy the privilege 
of sitting under the sound of the gospel ; and the wants 
^ others, in these respects, will, perhaps, teach you how 
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to value the blessing. All our comforts, and almost all 
our hopes, here lie at the mercy of every succeeding hour. 
Death is always at hand to bereave us of some dear con- 
nection, or to snatch us away from those who may need 
our counsel and protection. I do not see how any person, 
capable of reflection, can live easily and fearlessly in 
these circumstances, unless he have a well-grounded con- 
fidence in the providing care of the Almighty, and a 
strong belief that his hand is in every event, and that it 
is a hand of mercy. The chances and changes of mortal 
life are so many and various, that a person cannot pos- 
sibly fortify himself against the contingencies pf futurity 
without some such hold as this, on which to repose amidst 
the contending gales of doubt and apprehension* This 
I say as affecting the present life: — our views of the fu- 
ture can never be secure^ they can never be comfortable 
or calm, without a solid faith in the Redeemer* Men 
may reason about the divine b^evolence, the certainty of 
a future state, and the probable means of propitiating 
the Great Judge, but their speculations will only entangle 
them in the mazes of doubt, perplexity, and alarm, unless 
they found their hopes on that basis which shall outstand 
the tide of ages. If we take this away, the poor bark of 
mortality loses its only stay, and we steer at rlmdom, we 
know not how, we know not whither: the religion of 
Jesus Christ is strength to the weak, and wisdom to the 
unwise* It requires no preparative of learning nor 
study, but is, if possible, more obvious and €asy to the 
illiterate than to the erudite* No man, therefore, has any 
excuse if he neglect it. The way is plain before him^ 
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and he is inTUed to enter. He has only to kneel $i the 
foot <^ the cross, and cry, with the poor pufaliean, ^ Lord 
have mercy upon me, a miaerable siimer." If he do this,i 
and examine his own hearty and mottify the body of sin 
within him, as fiur as he is able, humUy and earnestly 
imploring the assistance of God's holy ipirit, we cannot 
doubt but he will meet with the approbation and assist- 
ance of the Almighty. In this path we must all tread. 
In this path I hope that you, my dear Sister, are now 
proceeding. You have children ; to whom can you com- 
mit them, should Providence call you hence, with more 
confidence than the meek and benevolent Jesus ? What 
legacy can you leave them more certainly profitable, than 
the prayers of a pious mother? And if, taught by your 
example^ as well as by your instructions, they should be- 
come themselves patterns of a holy and religious life^ how 
sweetly will the evening of your days shine upon your 
head, as you behold them treading in those ways which 
you know by experience, to be ways of pleasantness and 
peace! I need not press tliis subject. I know you feel 
all that I say, and more than I can express. I only fear 
that the bustle of family cares, as well as many anxieties 
ci nmd on other accounts, should too much divert you 
from these important objects. Let me only remind you, 
that the prayers of the afflicted are particularly accept- 
able to God. The «gh of the penitent is not too light to 
reach his ear. The eye of Grod is fixed as intently upon 
your soul at all times, as it is upon the revolution of the 
heavenly bodies and the regnlalioii of systems.' God sur« 
veys all things, and he contemplates them with perfect 
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attention; aiicl, consequently, he is as intently oonyersant 
about the' isiaHest as about the greatest thi^s. For if 
he were not ^ perfectly intmit on the soul of an indivi- 
dual being as he is about the general concerns of the uni- 
verse, then he .woidd do one thing less perfectly than 
anothw : which is impossible in God. 



TO HIS MOTHER. 

St John% July ddi, 180^. 
MY DEAR MOTHER, 

I HAVE scarcely time to write you a long letter; but 
the pleasing nature of my intdligence will, I hope^ make i 

up for its shortness. 

« 

! 

After a week's examination, I am decided to be the 
first man of my year at St John's: an honour I had 
scarce^ hoped fer, since my reading has berai so very 
bcQJIian ooA inteerupted* The contest was very stil^ and 
tiieyiMsn^aU aoqiutted themfielves very welL We had 
a^rtd^ maoL in the jfris^ dasSf .though ^ there are sddom 
fipm^ Am siic or ^ht who attain that rank in common. 
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. I ha^re learned also» that I am a prize-man in classic^ 
Gompositioiiy though I do not yet know whereabouts I 
stand* It is reported that here too I am first. 

Befiire it was known that I was the first man, Mr. Cat- 
Umf our college tutor, told me that he was so satisfied 
with the manner in which I had passed through the ex- 
amination, that if I chose to stay up during the summer, I 
should have a private tutor in the mathematics, and that 
it should be no expence to me. I could not hesitate at 
audi a proposal, especially as he did not limit the time 
for my keeping the private tutor, but will propably conti- 
nue it as long as I like. You may estimate the value of 
this Jbvor, when I tell you that a private tutor, for the 
whole vacation, will cost the coU^ at least twelve or four* 
teen guineas, and that during term time they receive ten 
guineas the term. 

I cannot of course leave the college this summei^, even 
fcr a week, and shall therefore miss the pleasure of see- 
ing my aunt 6 at Nottm^am. I have written to 

It gave me much pleasure to observe the joy all (he 
men seemed to feel at my success* I had been on a wa. 
ter excursion^ with a clergyman in the ne^hbootliood, 
and some ladies, and just got home as the men wera as- 
sandaling foK supper;, you can hardly ocmoeive wiifaiituit 
pleasure they all flodced round me, with the mmd hearty 
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cpngraliilatioils, and I found th^ mtmy of them had bcsen 
seeking me all over the ooU^, in order to be the first to 
communicate the good tidings. 



TO MR. B. HADDOCK. 

St. John's, July, 1806. 
MY n£Aa Fftl^KD^ 

.. I HAV£ good and very bad news to conuaaimifate to 
you. Good, that Mr. Catton hius ffven vie an exhibi- 
tion, which makes me up a clear income of £6S per an* 
num, and that I am consequently more than independ- 
exA^ bad) thf^ I have . bcfsn very iU^ notwithcftandtng 
re^piliH:> and steac^ eiK^rcise. List Saturd^ momkig I 
voae early, and got up some rather abstruse problenas in 
mechanics for my tutor, spent an hour with him, be« 
twe^i eight and nine got my breakfast, and read the Gredc 
Histary {ai breakfiui) till ten, tiaen sat down to decypher 
sooiei logarithm tables. I think I had ioot done way thing 
at th^m, wken I fest mysdf. At a quarter past ekven 
mf hMHidMSS faond me bleeding in four diiieretit plaoca 
m teJi&ae»aBd head, and iuensiUe. I got ufv rad stag- 
gjtni fkmst the room, and she, being ingjbtened^ ran 
away, and told my Gyp to fetch a surgeon. Before he 

II 
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caine^ I was sallying out with my flamiel gown oni find my 
academical gown over it : he made me put <m my . coatj 
and then I went to Mr. Fari«h's : be opened a vein, and 
my recollection returned. My own idea was, that I had 
fallen out of bed, and so I told Mr. Farish at first ; iDut I 
afterwards remembered that I had been to Mr. Fiske^ and 
breakfasted. 

Mr. Catton has insisted on my consulting Sir Isaac Pen- 
nington, and the omsequence is, that I am to go through 
a course of blistering, &c. which, after the bleeding, will 
leave me weak enough. 

I am, however, very well, except as r^ards the doo* 
tors; and yesterday I drove into the country to Safiroa 
Walden in a gig. My tongue is in a bad condition, from 
a bite which I gave it either in my fall, or in the mo- 
ments of convulsion. My nose has also come badly off« I 
believe I fell against my reading desk. My other wounds 
are only rubs and scratches on the carpet 

. I am ordered to remit my studies for a while^ by the 
common advice both of doctors and tutors. Dr« Favaipg- 
ton hc^es to prevent any recurrence of the fit He thinks 
it looks towaids ^ilepsy, of the hotrors of which malady 
I have a very fidi and precise idea; and I only pn^ that 
God will spare me as respects my faculties, however dae 
it may seem good to him to afflict me. Wcve I spg^^^mi 
master, I know kaw I should act; but I am tii^hcgre^by 
bands which i cannot burst. I know that change of placf^ 
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is needftil ; but I must not indulge in the idea. The ccl- 
l^e must not pay my tutor for nothing. Dr. Pennington 
and Mr. Farish attribute the attack to a too continued 
teoaion of the &culties. As I am much alone now, I 
never jget quite off study, and I think incessantly. I know 
nature will not endure this. They both prc^osed my going 
home, but Mr. * ^ did not hint at it, although much con- 
cerned ; and, indeed, I know home would be a bad place 
for me in my present situation. I look round for a resting 
place^ and I find none. Yet there is one, which I have 
long too, too much disr^arded, and thither I must now 
betake myself. There are many situations worse than 
mine^ and I have no business to complain. If these a& 
ffictions should draw the bonds tighter which hold me to 
my Redeenm*, it will be well. 

You may be assured that you have here a plain state- 
ment of my case, in its true colours, without any pallia- 
tion. I am now well again, and have only to fear a 
relapse^ whidi I shall do all I can to prevent) by a relax- 
ation in study. 

I have now written too much. 

I am, very sincerely, yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 

P. S. I charge yon, as you value my ppace, not to let 
my friendr hear, eith^ directly or indirectly of my ill- 
ness. 
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TOHIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

SuJ6tm\ 30eh Joly^ 180^ - 
MT DEAR KEVILUSf 

I HAD deferred sitting down to write to you ulitS I 
should have leisure to send you a very long letter ; but as 
that time seems every day farther off, I shall beg your 
patience no longer, but fill my sheet as well as I can. 

I must first reply to your queries. I beg pardon for 
having omitted to mention the receipt of the * * *^ 
but, as I acknowledged the receipt of the parcel, I con- 
cluded ihat you would understand me to mean its t6n^ 
tents as specified in your letter. But I know thie accu- 
racy of a man of business too well to think your caution 
strange. As to the college prizes, I have the satisfaction 
of telling you that I am entitled to two, viz. the first for 
the general examination, and one of the first for the clas- 
sical composition. I say one of the first on this account—-' 
I am put equal with two others at the top of the list. In 
this contest I had all the men of the three years to con- 
tend with, and, as both my equals are my seniors in stifuid- 
iag, I have no reason to be dissatisfied. 



The Rhetoric Lecturer sent me one of my Latin Essays 
to^ copy, for the purpose of inspection; a compliment 
which was paid to none of the rest. 
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We three are the only men who are honoured with 
prizes, so that we have cut four or five Eton men, who are 
always boasting of their classical ability. 

With regard to your visit here, I think you had better 
come ih term time, as the university is quite empty, and 
starers h&ve nothing bat the buildings to gaze at. If^ 
however, you can come more conveniently now thaa 
hereafter, I would advise you not to let thi» circum^ 
stance preveiit you. I shall be glad to see Mr. * * with 
you. You m^ spend a few days very pleasantly here, 
even in vacation time, though you will scarcely meet ^ 
gownsman in the streets. 

I thought the matter over about * * * *, but I do not 
think I have any influence here. Being mysdf a young 
man, I cannot, with any chance of success, attempt 16 
direct even that interest which I may claim with others. 



The university is the worst place in the world for making 
interest. The great mass of men are themselves busily 
employed in wriggling themselves into places and livings : 
and there is, in general, too much anxiety for No. 1« to 
permit any interfereace for a neighbonr^ No* 2. 
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TO HIS MOTHER. 

St. John's^ Aug. 1806. 

AfY DEAR MOTHER, 

I HAYS no hesitation in decfining tbe free-sckoo), on 
the ground of its precluding the exercise of the ministe- 
riml datte8» I shall take the liberty of writing Mr« y 
to thank him 'for having thought of m^ and to recom- 
mend to his notice Mr. ■ 



But do not fret yourself my dear mother; io a ftw 
years we shall, I hope, be in happier circmnstances* I 
an not too sanguine in my expectations, but I shall cer- 
tainly be able to assist you, and my obters, in a few ycars.> 
*'***, As for Maria and Kate^ if they succeed well 
in their education, they may, perhaps, be able to keep 
a school of a superior kind, where the profits will be 
greater, and the labour less. I even hope that this may 
not be necessary, and that you, my father and they, may 
come an'd live with me when I get a parsonage. You 

wwld be pleased to see how comfortably Mr. '• lires 

wtdi his mother and sisters, at a snug little rect(»y 
about ten miles from Cambridge. So much for castle- 
bttSding. 



* * 
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TO MR ♦ * * 

St. John'sy Aug. 15. l$O0^ 

MY GOOD FRISKD, 

I HAVE d^erred writing to jou until my retiint from 
Mr, ■ ■ % knowing how much you would like to hear 
from mef in reiq^ect to that dear family.. I am afraid 
your patience has been tried by this dels^, and I trust to 
this circumstance alone as my excuse. 

My hours have seldom flowed so agreeably as they 
did at S-i— , nor perhaps have I made many visits 
which hBLYe been more profitable to me in a religious 
sense* The example' of Mr. — *— will I hcpef stimulate 
me to a fidthfel preparation for the sacred office to vhieh 
I am destined, I say aJaUkful preparation, because I 
fear I am apt to deceive myself with respect to my pre^ 
s^it pursuits, and to think I am only labouring for the 
honour of God, when I am urging literary labours to a 
degree inconsistent with duty and my real interests, Mr, 
ia a good and careful pastor; my heart has seldom 
been so full as when I have accompanied him to die 
chambers of the sick, or have heard his a£fecti(wate ad* 
dresses to the attentive crowd, which fills his schooWoom^ 
(HI Sunday ev^ng* — i He is so earnest, and yet so sober,* ' 
so wise^ and yet so simple ! You, my dear R > , are 
now very nearly approaching to the sacred office^ and I 
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sincerely pray that you may be stimulated to follow after 
the pattern of our excellent friend. You may have Mr. 
's zeal, but you will need his learning and his judg- 
ment to tempet* it. Remember, that it is a work of 
much more self-denial, for a man of active habits to sub- 
mit to a course of patient study, than to suffer many 
privations for Christ's sake. }n the latter the heart is. 
warmly interested; the other is the a^w and unsatisfac« 
tory labour of the head, tedious in its progress, and unc^- 
tain in its produce. Yet there is a pleasure, great and in^ 
describable pleasure, in sanctified study: the more weari-*, 
some the toil, the sweeter will it be to those who sit down 
with a subdued and patient spirit, content to undergo 
much tedium and fetigue, for the honour of God's mioi- 
stxy. Reading, however dry, soon becomes interesting^ if 
we punue it with a resolute spirit of investigation, and a, 
deterfninate purpose of thoroughly mastering what we 
are about; Yon cannot take up the most tiresome b^tgk,, 
on the most tireiiome subject, and read it with .fixed ^ 
^ tention for an hour, but you feel a desire to gQ on ; and 
here I would exhort you, whatever you read, read it ac-« 
curately and thoroughly, and never to pass over any^ 
thing, however minute, which you do not quite compre- 
hend. This is the only way to become really leamedf 
and to make your studies satis&ctory and productive. If 
I were capable of directing your course of reading) \ 
ahould recomnlend you to peruse Butler's Analogyt 
Warburton's Divine Legation, Prideaux and Shuckford'9 
Ccmnexions, and Milner's Church History, century for 
century, along with Mosheim's Ecclesiastical History, 
VOL. I. s 
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The latter is learned, concise, clear, and written in gCfod 
scholastic Latin. Study the Chronology of thd Old Tes- 
tament, and, as a mean of making it interesting, trace 
out the completion of the prophecies. Read your Greek 
Testament with the nicest accuracy, tracing every woitii 
to its root, and seeking out the full force of particular 
expressions, by reference both to Fiarkhurst and Scapula. 
The derivation of words will throw great light on many 
parts of the New Testament : thns, if we know that the 
word hoixovosj a deacon, comes from het and itonco, to 
bustle about in the dust, we shall have a fuHer notion 
of the humility of those who held the office in the primi- 
tive church. In reading the Old Testament, wherever 
you find a passage obscure, turn to the Septuagint, which 
will often clear up a place, better than fifty commenta- 
tors. ITius, in Joel, the day of the Lord is called ^^ a day 
(^ gloominess^ a day of darJcness^ and of douds^ Uke the 
morning spread upon the wmntains^ which is a con- 
tradiction. Looking at the Septuagint, we find that the 
passage is mispointed, and that the latter metaphor is 
applied to the people : " A people great and strong, Uke 
the morning spread upon the mountains." Tlie Septua- 
gint is very easy Greek, quite as much so as the Gredt 
Testament ; and a little practice of this kind will help 
you in your knowledge of the language, and make you 
a good critic. I perceive your English style is very un- 
pblfehed, and I think this a matter of great moment. I 
diQuId recommend yOu to read, and inutate as nearly as 
you can, the serious papers in the eighth voldme of ^te 
Spectator, particularly those on the Ubiquity of the Dfeiiy. 
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Accostom yourself to write down your thoughts, and to 
polish Ae style some time after composidon, ^en you 
have forgotten the expression. Aim at conciseness, neat- 
ness, and clearness ; never make use of fine or vuigar 
words. Avoid every epithet which does not add greatly 
to the idea, for every addition of this kind, if it do no^ 
strengthen, weakens the sentiment; and be cautious never 
to e:itpres6 by two words, what you can do as well by one: 
a mult^lieity of words only hides the sefnse, just as a su- 
perabuDdasee of clothes does the shape. Thus mach for 
studies. 



I recomHAend you tp pause, and consider much and 
well on the subject of matrimony. You have heard my 
seiitiments with regard to a rich wife; but I am much 
too young, and too great an enthusiast, to be even a to- 
lerable counsellor on a point l^e this. You must think 
for yourself, and consult with prudent and pious people, 
whose years have taught them the wisdom of the present 
world, «nd whose experience has instructed them in that 
of' the world to come. But a little sober thought is worth 
a world of advice. You have, however, an infallible ad- 
viser, and to his directions you may safely look. To him 
I commend aO your ways. 

I have <Hie observation ^o make, which I hope you will 
forgive in me; it is, that you fall in love too readily. I 
have no notion of a man's having a certain i^ccies of 

S 2 
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affecfion for tts)o women at once* I am afraid you let 
your admiration outrun your judgment in the outset^ and 
then comes the denouement and its attendant, disappoint- 
ment and disgust. Take good heed you do not do this in 
marriage; for if you do^ there will be great risk of your 
making shipwreck of your hopes. Be content to learn a 
woman's good qualities as they gradually reveal them- 
selves; and do not let your imagination adorn her with 
virtues and charms to which «he has no pretension. I think 
there is often a little disappointment after marriage — our 
angels turn out to be mere Eves — but the true way of 
avoiding, or, at least, lessening this inconvenience, is to 
estimate the object of our affections really as she is, with- 
out deceiving ourselves^ and injuring her^ by elevating her 
above her sphere. This is the way to be happy in mar- 
riage; for upon this plan our partners will be continually 
breaking in upon us, and delighting us with some new 
discovery of excellence ; while, upon the other plan, we 
shall always be finding that the reality falls short of what 
we had so fondly and so foolishly imagined. 

Be very sedulous and very patient in your studies. Yoa 
would shudder at the idea of obtruding yourself on the 
sacred office in a condition rather to disgrace than to 
adorn it. St Paul is earnest in admoniidiing Timothy to 
give attention to reading : and that holy apostle himself 
quotes from several of the best authors among the 
Greeks. His style is also very elegant, and polished on 
occasion. He^ therefore, did not think the graces of 
composition beneath his attention, as some foolish and 
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ignorant preachers of the present day are apt to do. I 
have written a longer letter to you than I expected, and I 
must now therefore say, good bye. 

I am 
Very affectionately yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

St. John's^ August 12. 1806. 
DEAR NEVILLE, 

I CAN but just manage to tell you, by this post, what I 
am sure you will be glad to learn, even at the expence of 
seven-pence for an empty sheet, that Mr. Catton has given 
me an exhibition, which makes my whole income sixty 
guineas a year. My last term's bill was 13l. ISs. and I 
had 7h 12s. to receive; but the expences of this vacation 
will leave me bare until Christmas. 

< 

I have the pleasure of not having solicited either this 
or any other of the favours which Mr. Catton has so 
liberally bestowed upon me; and though I have been the 
possessor of this exhibition ever since March last, yet Mr. 
Catton did not hint it to me until this mornings when he 
gave me my bill» 
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I have^ of course, signified to Mr. Simeony that I shall 
have no need whatever of the stipend which I have hither^ 
to received through his hands. He was extremely kind 
on the occasion, and indeed his conduct towards me has 
ever been fatherly^ It was Mr. * * * who allowed 
me 201. per annum, and Mr. Simeon added lOl. He told 
me that my conduct gave him the most heartfelt joy; 
that I was so generally respected, without havihg made 
any compliances, as be understood, or having, in any in- 
stance, concealed my principles. Indeed, this is a praise 
which I may claim, though I never conceived that it was 
at all an object of praise. I have always taken some 
pains to let those around me know my religious senti- 
ments, as a saving of trouble, and as a mark of that inde- 
pendence of opinion, which, I^think, every one ought to 
assert : and as I have produced my opinions with frank- 
ness and modesty, and supported them (if attacked) with 
coolness and candour, I have never found them any impe- 
diment to my acquaintftnce with any person whose ac- 
(juaintance I coveted* 
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TO MR. R. W. A. 

St John'iSy Aug. I8tfa^ 130^. 

- PISAR A. 

I AM glad to hear of your voyages and travels through 
various regions^ and various seas, both of this island, and 
its little suckling the Isle of Wight. 

Many hair's-breadth 'scapes and perilous adventures 
you must needs have had, and many a time^ on the ex- 
treme shores of the south, must you have looked up with 
the eye of intelligent curiosity, to see whether the same 
moon shone there as in the pleasant, but now far distant 
groves of Colwick, And now, my very wise and tra- 
velled friend, seeing that your head is yet upon your 
shoulders, and your neck in its right natural position, 
and seeing that, after all the changes and chances of a 
long journey, and after being banged from post to pillar, 
and from pillar to post ; seeing, I say, that after all this, 
you are safely housed <&ce more under your paternal 
roofj what think you, if you were to indulge your mind 
^sk much as you have done your eyes and gaping muscles? 
A few trips to the fountains of light and colour, or to the 
regions of the good lady who x^V^^^'^ a^i\ot$ {/nrti i^oppw 
wovtovy a ramble down the Galaxy, and a few peeps on 
the uneonfined confines^ (Torftdv a?ror/UrOv, iwvov aurvov, fitov 
i fiuarov^k) of infinite spatce, would prove, perhaps, aQ 
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delectable to your immaterial part, as the delicious see-^ 
saw of a post-chaise was to your corporeal ; or, if these 
stherial, aeronautical, mathematical volutations should 
displease you, perhaps it would not be amiss to saunter a 
few weeks on the site of Troy, or to lay out plans of an-^ 
cient history on the debatable ground of the Pelqponne- 
sians and Athenians. There is one Thucydides, who lives 
hear, who will tell you all about the places you visit, and 
the great events connected with them : he is a sententious 
old fellow, very shrewd in his remarks, and speaks, 
moreover, very excellent Greek at your service. I know 
not whether you have met with any guide in the. course 
of your bodily travels who can be compared to hun. If 
you should make Rome in your way, either there or 
' back, I should like to give you a letter of introduction to 
an old friend of mine, whose name is Livy, who, as fiur 
as his memory extends, will amuse you with pretty 
stories, and some true history. There is another honest 
fellow enough to whom I dare not recommend you, he 
is so very crabbed and tart, and speaks so much in epi- 
grams and enigmas, that I am afraid he would teach you 
to talk as unintelligibly as himself. I do not mean to 
give you any more advice^ but I have one exhortati<mf 
which I hope you wUl take in good part ; it is this, that if 
you set out on this journey, you would please to proceed 
to its end : for I have been acquainted with some young 
mefij who have turned their faces towards Athens or 
Rome, and trudged on manfully for a few miles, but 
when they had travelled till they grew weary, and worn 
out a good pair of shoes, have suddenly become dis- 
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heartened, and returned without any recompence for their 
pains. 

And now let me assume a more serious strain, and ex- 
hort you to cultivate your mind with the utmost assiduity. 
You are at a critical period of your life, and the habits 
irhich you now form will, most probably, adhere to you 
through life. If they be idle habits, I am sure they wiB. 

But even the cultivation of your mind is of minor im- 
portance to that of your heart, your temper, and disposi- 
tion. Here I have need not Xo preach, but to learn. You 
have had less to encounter in your religious progress than 
/ have, and your progress has been therefore greater, 
greater even than your superior faculties would have war- 
ranted. I have had to fight hard with vanity at home, 
and applause abroad; no wonder that my vessel has been 
tossed about, but greater wonder that it is yet zipon the 
waves. I exhort you to pray with me^ (and I entreat you 
to pray^/or me,) that we may both weather out the storm, 
and arrive in the haven of sound tranquillity, even on this 
side the grave. 

We have all particular reason to watch and pray, lest 
self too much predominate. We should accustom our- 
selves to hold our own comforts and conveniences as sub- 
ordinate to the comforts and conveniences of others in all 
tilings : and a habit thus begun in little matters, might 
probably be extended without difficulty to those of a 
higher nature. 
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TO MR. B. HADDOCK. 

St John's, 14th Sept. 1806. 
MY BEAR BEN, 

I CAN scarcely write moije to you now than just to calm 
your uneasiness on my account I am perfectly well again, 
and have eij:perienced no recurrence of the fit; my spirits 
too are better, and I read very moderately. I hope that 
God will be pleased to spare his rebellious child; this 
stroke has brought me nearer to him : whom indeed have 
I for my comforter but Him? 

I am still reading, but with moderation^ as I have been 
during the whole vacation, whatever you may persist in 
thinking. 

My heart turns with more fondness towards the conso- 
lations of religion than it did, and in some degree I have 
found consolation. I still, however, conceive that it is my 
duty to pursu|^ my studies temperately, and to fortiiy my- 
self with Christian resignation and calmness for the worst. 
I am much wanting in these virtues, and, indeed, in all 
Christian virtues ; but I know how desirable they are, and 
I long for them. Pray that I may be strengthened and 
enlightened, and that I may be enabled to go where duty 

bids, wherever that be. 

#• * # # 
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TO MR. B. HADDOCK. 

St. John's, Cambridge, 22d Sept 180^. 

HY DEAR FRIEND, 

# * # # 

You charge me with an accession of gallantry of late; 
I pkad guilty. I really began to think of marriage^ (very 
prematurely, you'll say ;) but if I experience any repeti- 
tion of theJU^ I shall drop the idea of it for ever. It wo^ld 
be foUy and cruelty to involve another in all the horrors of 
such a calamity. 

I thank you for your kind exhortations to a complete 
surrender of my heart to God, which are contained in 
your letter. In this respect I have betrayed the most de- 
plorable weakness and indecision of character. I know 
what the truth is, and I love it ; but I still go on giving 
mjfself l^alf to Goct wd half to the world, as if . I expected 
to eiyoy the comforts of religion along with the vanities of 
life. I^ fer a short time^ I keep up a closer coipmunion 
with Gody aod feel my whble bosom bursting with sor- 
row and tenderiness fl3 I approach the footstool of my 
Saviour, I soop relapse into indifference worldly-mind- 
ednessy and sin^; my devotions become listless and per- 
fiinct^: I ^9te on tlie ^oxld, its toys, ^nd its corrup- 
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tions, and am mad enough to be willing to sacrifice the 
happiness of eternity to the^ deceitful pleasures of the 
passing moment My heart is indeed a lamentable sink 
of loathsome corruption and hypocrisy. In consistency 
with my professed opinions, I am oflen obliged to talk on 
subjects of which I know but little in experience, and to 
rank myself with those who have felt, what I only ap- 
prove from my head, and, perhaps, esteem from my heart* 
I oflen start with horror and disgust from myself when I 
consider how deeply I have imperceptibly gone into this 
species of simulation. Yet I think my love for the Gos- 
pel, and its professors, is sincere ; only I am insincere in 
suffering persons to entertain an high opinion of me as a 
child of God, when indeed I am an alien from him. On 
looking over some private memorandums, which were 
written at various times in the course of the two last 
years, I beheld, with inexpressible anguish, that my pro- 
gress has, if any thing, been retrograde. I am still as 
dark, still as cold, still as ignorant, still as fond of the 
world, and have still fewer desires after holiness. I am 
very, very dissatisfied with myself, and yet I am not 
prompted to earnest prayer. I have been so oflen ear- 
nest, and always have fallen away, that I go to God wiUi- 
out hope, without faith. Yet I am not totally withbut 
hope; I know God will have my whole heart, and 1 
know, when I give him thcU^ I shall experience the light 
of his countenance with a permanency. I pray that he 
would assist my weakness, and grant me some portion of 
his grace, in order that I may overcome the world, the 
flesh, and the devil, to which I have long, very long, beea 
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a willing, though an unhappy slave. Do you pray earnest- 
ly with me^ and for me, in these respects; I know the 
prayers of the faithful avail much ; and when you consi- 
der with what great temptations I am surrounded, and 
how very little -strength I have wherewith to resist them, 
you will feel with me the necessity of earnest supplication, 
and fervent intercession, lest I should be lost and ca^t 
away for ever. 

I Aall gladly receive your spiritual advice and direc- 
tions. I have gone on too long in coldness and uncon- 
cern; who knows whether, if I neglect the present hour, 
the day of salvation may not be gone by for ever ! ! 



TO MR. JOHN CHARLESWORTH. 



St. jQhn's, 22(i Sept. 1806. 
MY DEAR CHARLESWORTH, 

Thank you for taking the blame of our neglected cor- 
respondence on your own shoulders. I thought it rested 
elseilhere. Thrice have I begun to write to you ; once in 
Latin, and twice in English ; and each time have the fates 
opposed themsdves to the completion of my design. But, 
however, pax sit rebusj we are naturally disposed to for- 
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give, because we are, as far as intentien goes, mutual of- 
fenders. 

I thank you for your invitation to Clapham, which 
came at a fortunate juncture, since I had just settled with 
my tutor that I should pay a visit to my brother in Lon- 
don this week. I shall of course see you ; and shall he 
happy to spend a few days with you at Clapham, aaid to 
rhapsodize on your common. It gives me pleasure to 
hear you are settled, and I give you many hearty g09d 
wiidies for practice and prosperity. I hope you will soon 
find thtA a wife is a very necessary article of engoymentin 
a domesticated state ; for how indeed should it be other- 
wise? A man cannot cook his dinner while he is em- 
ployed in earning it. Housekeepers are complete hel^ 
luones rei Jhmiliaris, and not only pick your pockets, but 
abuse you into the bargain. While a wife, on the con- 
trary, both cooks your dinner, and enlivens it with her 
society; receives you after the toils of the day with 
cheerfulness and smiles, and is not only the faithful 
guardian of your treasury, but the soother of your cares, 
and the alleviator of your calamities. Now, am I not 
very poetical ? But on such a subject who would not be 
poetical? A wife! •—a domestic fire-side; — the cheerful 
assiduities of love and tenderness! It would ini^ire a 
Dutch burgomaster ! and if, with all this in your grasp, 
you shall still choose the pidsare terram pede libero, 
still avoid the irrupta copula^ still deem it a matter of 
light regard to be an object of affection and fondness to 
an amiable and sensible woman, why then you deserve 

14 
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to tie h fellow of a eollege all ycfistr days ; to be kicked 
about in your lasrt llbiese by a saudy and careless bed* 
maker; and, lately, to be put in the giround in yOnr 
colll^ cbilpel) fbllo^^ only by the msn wh^ is to be 
your accessor. Why, man, I dare no more dream that I 
jhall ever hare it in my power to have a wife, than that I 
dhall be Archbishop of Canterbary^ afnd Primfate d( all 
England. A suite of rooms in a ^tUl and. qui^ cbrner 
of old St John's, which was once occupied by a Crazy 
monk, or by one of the translators. 6f the ^Bible in the 
days of good King James, must form the boundary of 
my ambition. I mtiSt be consent to iithabit wdis which 
ney^r echoed with a feiniile voice, to be burii^d in gloom^ 
which were never ch^erdd with a female smile. It is 
said, indeed, that women. were sbmetimes permitted to 
visit St. John's^ when it was a monastery of White- Friars, 
in order to be present at particular religious ceremonies; 
but the good monks were careful to sprinkle holy-water 
wherever their profane footsteps had carried contagion 
and pollution. 

It is wdOi that you are free from the restrictions of mo- 
nastic austerity, and that, while I sleep under the shadow 
of towers and lofty walls, and the safeguard of a vigilant 
porter, you are permitted to inhabit your own cottage» 
under your own guardianship, and to listen to the sweet 
accents of domestic affection. 

'Yes, my very Platonic, or rather Stoical friend, I must 
see you safely bound in the matrimonial noose, and th^n, 
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like a oonfirmed bachelor, ten years hence^ I shall have 
the satisfaction of pretending to laugh at, whiles in my 
heart, I envy you. So much for rhapsody. I am coming 
to London for relaxation's sake, and shall take it pretty 
freely ; that is, I shall seek after fine sights — stare at fine 
people — be cheerfiil with the gay — foolish with the simple 
— and leave as little room to suspect as possible that I am 
(any thing of) a philosopher and mathematician. I shaU 
probably talk a little Greek, but it will be by stealth, in 
order to excite no suspicion. 



I ^all be in town on Friday or Saturday. I am in a 
very idle mood, and have written you a very idle letter, 
for which I entreat your pardon : and I am. 

Dear C ^ 

Very sincerely yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 
(found in his pock£t aftsr his decease.) 

St John's College, Saturday, Oct. ll, 180«« 

DEAR NEVILLE, 

I AM safely arrived, and in college, but my illness has 
increased upon me much. The cough continues, and is 
attended with a good deal of fever. I am under the care 
of Mr. Parish, and entertain very little apprehension about 
the cough; but my over exertions in town have reduced 
me to a state of much debiUty; and, until the cough 
be gone^ I cannot be permitted to take any strengthening 
medicines. This places me in an awkward predicament; 
but I think I perceive a degree of expectoration this 
morning, which will soon relieve me, and then I shall 
mend apace. 

Under these circumstances, I must not e3qpect to see you 
here at present : when I am a little recovered, it will be a 
pleasant relaxaticm to me. 



Oi»* lectures began on Friday, but I do not attend them 
until I am better. I have not written to my mother, nor 
shall I while I remain unwell. You will tell her, as a 

VOL. I. T 
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reason, that our lectures bc^an on Friday. I know she will 
be uneasy if she do not hear from me, and still more so, 
if I tell her I am ill. 

« 

I tannot write more at present, than that I am 

Your truly afiectioriate brother, 

H. K. WHITE. 



• > 
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HINTS, &c. 



Why will not men be contented with appearing what 
they are ? As sure as we attempt to piEiss for what we are 
not, we make ourselves ridiculous* With religious profes- 
sors this ought to be a consideration of importance; for 
when we assume credit finr wfaiit we do not possess, we 
break the laws of God in more ways than we are aware 
of: vanity and deceit are both implicated. 

Why art thou so disquieted, O my soul, and why so 
full of heaviness? O put thy trust in God; for I will 
yet thank him which is the help of my countenance, and 
my God* Ps. 42. 

Domine Jesii ! in te speravi, miserere mei ! Ne speme 
animum miserrimi peccatoris. 

The love of Christ is the only source from whence a 
Christian can hope to derive spiritual happiness and peaces 
Now ihie love of Ctrist will not reside in the bosom al- 
ready pre-occupied with the love of the world, or any 
other predominating affisction. We must give up every 
thing for it, and we know it deserves that distinction ^ yet, 
upon this principle, unless the energy of Divine gracfe were 
what it is, mighty and irresistible, who would be saved ? 

T 2 
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The excellence of our liturgy, and our establishment, is 
more and more impressed upon my mind : how admirable 
do her confessions, her penitentiary offerings, her inter- 
cessions, her prayers, suit with the case of the Christii^ ! 
It is a sign that a man's heart is not right with God, when 
he finds fault with the liturgy. 

Contempt of religion is distinct from unbelief: unbelief 
may be the result of proud reasonings, and independent 
research; but contempt of the Christian doctrine must 
proceed from profound ignorance. 



Lord, give me a heart to turn all knowledge to thy 
glory, and not to mine : keep me from being deluded with 
the lights of vain philosophy ; keep me from the pride of 
human reason: let me not think my own thoughts, nor 
dream my own imaginations ; but, in all things acting un- 
der the good guidance of the Holy Spirit, may I live in 
all simplicity, humility, and singleness of heart unto the 
Lord Jesus Christ, now and for evermore. Amen* 

m 

[The above prayer was prefixed to a manual, or memortisdum-book.] 
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A PRAYER. 

Almighty Father, at the close of another day I kneel 
before thee in supplication, and' ere I. compose my body 
to sleep, I would steal a tew moments from weariness, to 
lift up my thoughts to thy perfections, to meditate on. thy 
wonderful dispensations, and to make my request known: 
unto thee. 



; / 



Although the hours of this day have not been spent in 
the busy haunts of society, but in- the pursuit of need- 
ful and godly knowledge, yet I am conscious that my 
thoughts and actions have been far from pure ; and many 
vain and foolish speculations^ many sinful thoughts and 
ambitiouft anticipations, have obtruded themselves on my 
mind. I know that I have felt pleasure in what 1 ought 
to have abhorred, and that I have not had thy presence 
continually in mind; so that my ghostly enemy has mixed 
poison with my best food, and sowed tares with the good 
seed of instruction. Sometimes, too^ the world has had 
too much to do with my thoughts: I have longed for its 
pleasures, its splendours, its honours, and have forgotten 
that I am a poor follower of Jesus Christ, whose inherit- 
ance is not in this land, but in the fields above. I do 
therefore supplicate and beseech thee. Oh ! tliou my 

ft 

God and Father, that thou wilt not only forgive these my 
wanderings, but. that thou wilt chasten my heart, and 
establish my affections, so that they may not be shakeu., 

T 3 
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by the light suggestions of the tempter Satan ; and ^ince 
I am of myself very weak, I implore thy restraining hand 
upon my uidertanding, that I may not reason in the pride 
of worldly wisdom, nor flatter myself on my attainments^ 
but eret hold my judgment in subordination to thy wordy 
and see myself as what I am, an helpless dep^idant on 
thy bounty. If a spirit of indolence and lassitude have 
at times crept on me, I pray thy forgiveness for it; and if 
I havB felt rather inclined to prosecute studies which pro« 
cure respect from the world, than the humble knowle^e 
which becomes a servant of Christ, do thou check this 
growing propensity, and only bless my studies so &r as 
they conduce to thy glory, and as thy glory is their chief 
end. My heart, O Lord ! is but too fond of this vain 
and deceitfid world, and I have many fears lest I should 
make shipwreck of my hope on the rocks of ambition and 
vanity* Give me^ I pray thee, thy grace to repress these 
propensities: illumine more completely my wandering 
mind, rectify my understanding, and give me a simple^ 
humble, and affectionate heart, to love thee and thy 
sheep witli all sincerity. As I increase in learning, let me 
increase in lowness of spirit : and inasmuch as the habits 
of studious life, unless tempered by preventing grace^ but 
too much tend to produce formality and lifelessness in de- 
votion, do thou, O heavenly Father, preserve me from all 
<iold and speculative views of thy blessed Oospel; and 
while with r^ular constancy I kneel down daily before 
thee, do not &il to light up the fire of heavenly love in 
my bosom, and to draw my heart heavenward with earnest 
longing [to thyself]* 
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And iiow, O Blessed Bedeeflier I my rodt^ my hop^^ 
and only sur^ defence^ to the^ do i cheorftdly oo^iBit^ 
t)oth my soul and my body. If thy wift^ f^o^^ideiMe iM 
fit, grant that I may rise in the morning, refreshed "with 
sleep, and with a spirit of cheerful activily finr the Atiivei 
of the day f but whether I wake here or in eternity, ^ant 
that my trust in thee may remcun sure, and my hc^ un^ 
shaken. Our Father, &c« 

[Tliifl prayer Was discoTered amongst some dirty loose papcn of 
H. K. W/s-J 
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Mem«r 

SEPTEMBER 22, 180& 

On rtfnning over the pages of this book, I am con- 
strafaed to olraerye, with sorrow and shame^ Aat my pro«- 
gress in divine light has been little or none. 

1 have made & few conquests over my corrupt indinsih 
tions, but my heart still hankers after its old delights; 
still lingers half willing, half unwilling^ in the ways pf 
worldly-mindedness* 

My knowledge of divine things is vety little improved.- 
I have read less of the Scriptures than I did last year. In 
teading the Fathers, I have consulted rath» Htm pride of 
my hearty than my npiritual goodr 

T % 
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I now turn to die cause of diese evUs, and I find that 
the great root» the main-quring is — love of the world ;^ 
next to that, pride ; next to that, spiritual slodi. 

[Thif Mmnorandum was wiitten a very few weeks before his^ 
death*] 
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SONNET, 

Addressed to H.K. Wiiite, on his Poems lately published. 

JtlENRY ! I greet thine entrance into life ! 

Sure presage that the myrmidons of fate. 

The fool's unmeaning laugh, the critic's hate, 

Will dire assail thee; and the envious strife 

Of bookish schoolmen, beings over rife. 

Whose pia-mater studious is fiU'd 

With unconnected matter, half distiU'd 

From letter'd page, shall bare for thee the knife^ 

Beneath whose edge the poet oft-times sinks : 

But fear not ! for thy modest work contains 

The germ of worth ; thy wild poetic strains, 

How sweet to him, untutor'd bard, who thinks 

Thy verse *^ has power to pleas^ as soft it flows 

Through the smooth murmurs of the frequent close." 

G.L.C— i 180S. 
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SONNET, 

To Henry Kirke White, on hit Poems lately publishetf. 

BY ABTHUR OWEN, ESQ. 

Hail ! gifted youth, whose passion-breathing lay 
Pourtrays a mind attun'd to noblest themes, 
A mind) which, wrapt in Fancy's high-^wrought dream 

To Nature's veriest bounds its daring way 

Can wing: what charms throughout thy pages shine, 
To win with fidry thrill the melting soul !_ 
For though along impassioned grandeur roll. 

Yet in full power simplicity is thine. 

Proceed, sweet bard ( and the heav'n-granted fire 
Of pity, glowing in thy feeling breast, 
May nought destroy, may nought thy soul divest 

Of joy —of rapture in the living lyre, 
Thou tun'st so magically : but may fame 
Each passing year add honours to thy name. 

Richmondy S^t« isoar. 



TO MR. H. K. WHITE. 



Hark ! 'tis some sprite who sweeps a {im'ral kneB 
For Dermody no more. — That fitful tone 
From Eolua' wild harp alone can swell. 

Or Chatterton assumes the lyre imknown^ 

IS 
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No ; list again ! 'tis Bateman's fatal sigh 

Swells with the breeze, and dies upon the stream : 

'Tis Margaret mourns, as swift she rushes by, 
Rous'd by the daemons from adulterous dream. 

O ! say, sweet youth ! what genius fires thy soul? 

The same which tun'd the frantic nervous strain 
To the wild harp of Collins ? — By the pcJe, 

Or mid the seraphim and heay'niy train. 

Taught Milton everlasting secrets to unfold, 

To sing Hell's Naming gulph, or Heav'n high arch'd with 

gold? 

H Welker, 



LINES 

On the Deadi of Mr. Henry Kirke White. 
BY THE REV. J. PLUMTRE. 

Such talents and such piety combin'd, 

With such unfeign'd humility of mind, 

Bespoke him fair to tread the way to fame, 

And live an honour to the Christian name. 

But Heaven waES pleas'd to stop his fleeting hour. 

And blight the fragrance of the opening flow'r. 

We mourn -— but not for him, remoVd from pain ; 

Our loss, we trust, is his eternal gain : 

With him we% strive to win the Saviour's love. 

And hope t# join him with the blest above. 

October t4th^ xfo6« 
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SONNET 



ON HENRT KIRKE WHITE. 



I. 

Master so early of the various ltrjs 

Energetic, pure, sublime ! — Thus art thou gone ? 

In its bright dawn of fame that spirit flown 
Which breath'd such sweetness, tenderness, and fire ! . 
Wert thou but shown to win us to admire, 

And veil in death thy splendour ? — but unknown 

Their destination who least time have shone. 
And brightest beam'd* — When these the eternal sire, 

II. 
— Righteous and wise, and good are all his ways — - 

Echpses as their sun begins to rise. 
Can mortal judges for their duninish'd days, 

What blest equivalent in changeless skies, 
What sacred glory waits them ? — His the praise ; 

Gracious, whate'er he gives, whatever denies. 

C. LOFFF. 

»4th Oct j8o6. 
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LINES 

Qa the Defttli ^i Mr. Henry Kirt^e W\ate^ late of St. John's College, 

Camhricfge. 

▼RITTEW AHOtrr A»D IN THAT COLl/EGE* 

Sorrows are mii^ -— thto let me joys evade^ 
And seek for sympatibies in this bne shade. 
The glooms of dlMitib^ fali. b^vy on my heart. 
And, between life and me^ a truce impart. 
Clenius has TanUbt'd in its openmg Uooea, 
And youth and beauly wilher in $he tomb ! 

Though^ ente prompt to lend th' enquiring eye, 
Pursues thgr spirit through tahLiity. 
Does thy aspiria^ mind new powers essays 
Or in suspended being wait ibe day. 
When earth shall fall before the awful train 
Of Heaven and Virtue's ererlasting reign ! 

May goodness, which thy heart did once enthrone, 
Emit one ray to meliorate my own ! 
And for thy sake, when tj||lle afiliction calm. 
Science shall please, and poesie shall charm. 

I turn my steps whence issued all my woes, 
Where the duU courts monastic glooms in^ose ; 
Thence fled a spirit whose tid;k>unded sc<^ 
Surpassed the fottd cr^aliions e'en of hope. 

Along this padhi &y living step has fled. 
Along this pktii &ty/boTe thee to the dead. 
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All that this languid eye can now survey 
Witnessed the vigour of thy iSeeting day : 
And witness'd all, as spedcs this anguish'd tear^ 
The solemn progress of thy early bier. 

w 

Sacred the walls that took thy parting breatb> 
Own'd thee in life^ encompass'd thee in death ! 

Ohy I can feel^ as felt the sorrowing friend 
Who o'er thy corse in agony did bend ; 
Dead as thyself to all the world inspires, 
Paid the last rites. mortality requires; 
Clos'd the dim eye that beam'd wiUTmind before; 
Conipos'd the icy limbs to move no more ! 

Some power the picture from my memory tear^^ 
Or feeling will rush onward to despair. 

Immortal hopes ! come, lend your blest relief, 
And raise the soul bow'd down with mortal ^ef ; 
Teach it to look for comfort in. the skies:. 
Earth cannot give what Heaven's high will denies. 

Camluridgey Nov. i^o<(. 



SONNET 

OCCASIONED BT TH£ SECOND OJ H. KIRElE WHITE* 

I. 

Yes, fled already is thy vital fire^ 
And the foir promise (^ thy early bloom 
Lost, in youth's mom extinct; sunk in the tomb; 

Mute in the grave deeps thy »cbaiited lyre! ' 
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And is it vainly that our souls aspire? 
Falsely does the presaging heart presume 
That we shall live beyond life's cares and gloom ; 

Grasps it eternity with high desire, 

11. 

But to imagine bliss, feel woe, and die, 
Leaving survivors to worse pangs than death? 
Not such the sanction of the Eternal Mind : 
The harmonious order of the starry sky, 
And awful Revelation's angel-breath. 
Assure these hopes their Adl efiect shall find* 

C.L. 

225th Dec. 1806. 



WRITTEN IN 

THE HOMER OF MR. H. KIRKE WHITE. 

Presented to me bi^ his Brother, J, NeviUe White. 

I. 

Bard of brief days, but ah, of deathless fame ! 

While on these awful leaves my fond eyes rest. 

On which thine late have dwelt, thy hand late prest, , 
I pause, and gaze regretful on thy name* 
By neither chance, nor envy, time, nor flame, 

Be it from this its mansions dbpossest I . 

But lliee £>rERNiTY clasps to her breast, 
And in celestial splendour thrones thy oljakn* 

VOL^ !• u 
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No more with mortal pencil shalt thou trace 

An imitative radiance * ; thy pure lyre 
Springs from our chanceful atmosphere's embrace. 

And beams and breathes in empyreal fire : 
The Homeric and Miltonian sacred tone 
Responsive hail that lyre congenial to their own. 

Bury, nth Jam. 1807. C.LOFFT. 



TO THE MEMORY OF H. K. WHITE. 



BY A LADT. 



It worth, if genius, to the world are dear, 
To Henry's shade devote no common tear. 
His worth aa no precarious tenure hung, 
From genuine piety his virtues sprwig : 
If pure benevolence, if steady sense, 
Can to the feeling heart delight dispense ; 
If all the highest efforts of the mind, 
Exalted, noble, elegant, refin'd. 
Call for fond Sympathy's heart-fdt regret, 
Ye sons of genius, pay the mournful debt : 
His friends can truly speak how large his claim. 
And *^ Life was only wanting to his feme." 
Art Thou, indeed, dear youth, for ever fled, 
So quickly numbered with the silent dead ? 



# Alluding to h» pencmed sketch of a head surrounded with a glory. 
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Too sure I read it in tbci dowDcast eye» 
Hear it in mourning Friendship's stifled sigh. 
Ah ! could esteem, or admiration save 
So dear an object from the untimely grave, 
This transcript faint had not essajr'd to tell 
The loss of one belov'd, rever'd so well. 
Vainly I try, even eloquence were weak, 
The silent sorrow that I feel to speak. 
No more my hours of pain thy voice will cheer. 
And bind my spirit to this lower sphere ; 
Bend o'er my suffering frame with gentle sigh. 
And bid new fire relume my languid eye: 
No more the pencil's mimic art command. 
And with kind pity guide my trembling hand ; 
Nor dwell upon the page in fond r^ard, 
To trace the meaning of the Tuscan bard. 
Vain all the pleasures Thou can'st not inspire 
And " in my breast th' imperfect joys expire." 
I fondly hop'd thy hand might grace my shrine. 
And little dream'd I should have wept o'er thine ; 
In Fancy's eye methought I saw thy lyre 
With Virtue's energies each bosom fire ; 
I saw admiring nations press around. 
Eager to catch the animating sound ; 
And when, at length, sunk in the shades of night, 
To brighter worlds thy spitit wing'd its flight, . 
Thy country hail'd thy venerated shade, 
And each graced honour to thy memory paid. 
Such was the fate Hope pictured to my view -^ 
But who, alas I e'er found Hope^s visions true ? 

u 2 
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And, ah ! a dark presage, when last we met, 

Sadden'd the social hour with deep regret ; 

When thou thy portrait from the Minstrel drew. 

The living Edwm stalling on my view — 

Silent, I ask'd of heav'n a lengthened date { 

His genius thine, but not like thine his fate. 

Shuddering I gaz'd, and saw too sure reveal'd, 

The fatal truth, by Hope till then concealU 

Too strong the portion of celestial flame 

For its weak tenement, the fragile frame ; 

Too soon for us it sought its native sky. 

And soar'd impervious to the mortal eye; 

Like some clear planet, shadow'd from our sight, 

Leaving behind long tracks of lucid light : 

So shall thy bright example fire each youth 

With love of virtue, piety, and truth. 

Long o'er thy loss shall grateful Granta mourn. 

And bid her sons revere thy favoured urn. 

When thy lov'd flower « Spring's victory makes known. 

The primrose pale shall bloom for thee alone : 

Around thy urn the rosemary will spread, 

Whose « tender fragrance," — emblem of the dead — 

Shall « teach the maid, whose bloom no longer lives," 

That " virtue every perish'd grace survives." 

Farewell, sweet Moralist ! heart-sick'ning grief 

Tells me in Duty's paths to set* relief. 

With surer aim on Faith's strong pinions rise. 

And seek Hope's vanish'd anchor in the skies. ^ 

Yet still on thee shall fond Remembrance dwell, 

And to the world thy worth deUght to tell ; 
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Though well I feel unworthy Thee the lays, 
That to thy memory weeping Friendship pays» 



STANZAS, 

Supposed to have been written at the Grave of H. K. Whits, 

BY A LADY. 

> 

1. 
Ye gentlest gales ! oli, hither waft, 

On airy undulating sweeps, 
Your frequent sighs, so passing soft. 

Where he, the youthful Poet, sleeps \ 
He breath'd the purest^ tenderest sigh, 
The sigh of sensibility. 

2. 
And thou shalt lie, his favourite flower. 

Pale Primrose, on his grave reclin'd : 
Sweet emblem of his fleeting hour. 

And of his pure, his spotless mind ! 
Like thee, he sprung in lowly vale ; 
And felt, like thee, the trying gale. 

Nor hence thy pensive eye seclude, 
Oh thou, the fragrant Rosemary, 

Where he^ ^^ in marble solitude^ 
So peaceftil, and so deep,'' doth Me I 

u 3 
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His harp prophetic sung to thee 
In notes of sweetest minstrelsy* 

4. 

Ye falling dews, oh f ever leave 

Your crystal drops these flow'rs to steep : 
At earliest morn, at latest eve. 

Oh let them for their Poet weep ! 
For tears bedew'd his gentle ^e. 
The tears of heavenly sympathy. 

s. 
Thou western Sun, efiuse thy beams ; 

For he was wont to pace the glade. 
To watch in pale uncertain gleams. 

The crimson-zon'd hori2X)n &de -^ 
Thy last, thy setting radiance pour, 
Where he is set to rise no more. 



ODE 

On the late Henry Kibke WuiTSd 

And is th^ minstrel's voyage o'er ? 

And is the Star of Gmuus fled ? 
And will his magic harp no more, 

Mute in the mansions of the deadi 
Its strains seraphic poUr ? 
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A pilgrim in this world of woe$ 

Condemn'd, alas ! awhile to stfay^ 
Where bristly thorns, where briars grow^ 

He bade^ to cheer the gloomy way, 
Its heavenly music flow« 

And oft he bade, by fiune inspired, 
Its wild notes seek th' setherial plalnj 

Till angels, by its music fir'd, 

Have, Ust'ning, caught th' ecstatic strain^ 

Have wonder'd, and admir'd* 

But now secure on happier shores^ 
With choirs of sainted souls he sings j 

His harp th' Omnipotent adores, 
And from its sweet, its silver sti'ings 

Celestial music pours» 

And thoilgh on earth nd more he'll weave 
The lay that's fraught with magic firej 

Yet oft shall Fancy hear at eve 
His now exalted, beav'nly Ijo^ 

In sounds iEiolian grieve. 
B. Stoke. JUVENJS. 
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VERSES 

Occasioned by the Death of Henry Kibke White. 

What is this world at best, 
Though deckt in vernal bloom, 
By hope and youthful fancy drest, 
What, but a ceaseless toil for rest, 
A passage to the tomb ? 
If flow'rets strew 
The avenue, 
Though fair, alas ! how fading, and how few ! 

And every hour comes arm'd ' 

By sorrow, or by woe: 
Conceal'd beneath its little wings, 
A scythe the soft-shod pilf 'rer brings, 
To lay some comfort low : 
Some tie t' unbind. 
By love entwin'd, 
Some silken bond that holds the captive mind* 

And every month displays 
The ravages of Time : 
Faded the flowers ! — The Spring is past I 
The scattered leaves, the wintry blast, 
Warn to a milder clime: 
The songsters flee 
The leafless tree. 
And bear to happier realms their melody* 
15 
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Henry ! the world no more 
Can claim thee for her own ! 
In purer skies thy radiance beams ! 
Thy lyre employed on nobler themes 
Before th' eternal throne : 
Yet, spirit dear ! 
Forgive the tear 
Which those must shed who're doom'd to liftger here. 



Although a stranger, I 
In Friendship's train would weep : 
Lost to the world, alas ! so young. 
And must thy lyre, in silence hungv 
On the dark cypress sleep ? 
The poet, all 
Their friend may call; 
And Natmre's self attends his funeraL 



Although with feeble wing 
Thy flight I would pursue^ 
With quicken'd zeal, with humbled pride^ 
Alike our object, hopes, and guide, 
One heaven alike in view ; 
True^ it was thine 
To tow'r, to shine, 
But I may make thy milder virtues mine. 
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If Jesus own my nam^, 
(Though fame pronounc'd it never,) 
Sweet spirit ! not with thee alone, 
But all whose absence here I moan, 
Circling with harps the golden throne, 
I shall unite for ever: 
At death then why 
Tremble or sigh ? 
Oh ! who would wish to live, but he who feari^ to die f 

Dec. 5th, 1807. JOStAH CONDElt^ 



SONNET, 

bn sedng another Ivritten to Henry ICirke White, in September 1809> 
inserted in his " Remains by Robert Sduthey.'^ 

BT ARTHUR OWEN. 

Ah ! once again the long-left wires amohg. 
Truants the Muse to weave her requiem sorig; 
With sterner lore now busied, erst the lay 
Cheer'd my dark mom of manhood, wont to stl^y 
O'er Fancy's fields in quest of musky flower; 

To me nor fragrant less, though barred Srom view 
And courtship of the world : hail'd was the hour 

iThat gave me, dripping firesh with nature'^ dew^ 
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Poor Henley's budding beauties — to a clime 
Hapless transplanted, whose exotic ray 
Forc'd their young vigour into transient day, 
And drain'd the stalk that rear'd them ! and shall Time 
Trample these orphan blossoms?— No ! they breathe 
Still lovelier charms — for Southey culls the wreath ! 

Oxford^ Dec. I7th, 1807. 



SONNET 

IN MEMORY OF MR. H. K. WHITE* 

« *Tis now the dead of night," and I will go 
To where the brook soft-murmuring glides along 

In the still wood; yet does the plaintive song 
Of Philomela through the welkin flow; 
And while pale Cynthia carelessly doth throw 

Her dewy beams the verdant boughs among, 

Will sit beneath some spreading oak-tree strong. 
And intermingle with the streams my woe : 
Hush'd in deep silence every gentle breeze ; 

No mortal breath disturbs the awful gloom ; 
Cold chilling dew-drops trickle down the trees, 

And every flower withholds its ridi periume; 
'Tis sorrow leads me to that sacred ground 
Where Henry moulders in a sleep profound i 

J.G. 
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REFLECTIONS 

On reading the Life of the late Henry Kirke White. 

BY WILLIAM HALLOWAY, 
Author of** The Peasanes Fate.'^ 

Dauling of Science and the Muse, 
How shall a son of song refuse 

To shed a tear for thee ? 
To us so soon for ever lost, 
What hopesj what prospects have been cross'd 

By Hejiven's supreme decree? 

How could a parent, love-beguil'd, 
In life's fair prime resign a child 

So duteous, good, and kind ? 
The warblers of the soothing strain 
Must string the elegiac lyre in vain 

To sooth the wounde^ mind ! 

Yet fancy, hov'ring round the tomb, 
Half envies, while she mourns, thy doom^ 

Dear poet, saint, and sage ! 
Who into one short span, at best, 
The wisdom of an age comprest, 

A patriarch's lengthened age 1 
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To him a genius sanctified, 
^nd purg'd from literary pride, 

A sacred boon was giv'n : 
Chaste as the psalmist'sharp, his lyre 
Celestial raptures could inspire, 

And lift the soul to Heav'n. 

'Twas not the laurel earth bestows, 
'Twas not the praise from man that flows, 

With classic toil he sought; 
He sought the crown that martyrs wear. 
When rescu'd from a world of care ; 

Their spirit too he caught. 

Here come, ye thoughtless, vain, and gay. 
Who idly ra^ge in Folly's way. 

And learn the iwrth of time ! 
Learn ye, whose days have run to waste^ 
How to redeem this pearl at last. 

Atoning for your crime. 

This flow'r, that drooped in one cold clime, 
Transplanted from the soil of time 

To immortality, 
In full perfection there shall bloom ; 
And those who now lament his doom 

Must bow to God's decree. 

London, 27tk Feb. 1808. 
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ON READING THE POEM ON SOLITUDE, 

In the second Volume of H. K. White's " Remains." 

But art thou thus indeed " alone ?'* 
Quite unbefriended — all unknown? 
And hast thou then his name forgot 
Who formed thy frame, and fix'd thy lot ? 

Is not bis voice in evening's gale ? 
Beams not with him the <^ star" so pale ? 
Is there a leaf can fade and die 
Unnotic'd by his watchfid eye ? 

Each fluttering hope, each anxious fear. 
Each lonely sigh, each silent tear, 
To thine Almighty Friend are known ; 
And sa/stthou, thou art " all alone?* 

JOSIAH CONDSR. 



TO THE MEMORY OF H. K. WHITE. 

By the Rev. W. B. Collyee, D. D. 

O, LOST too soon ! accept the tear 
A stranger to thy memory pays ! 
Dear to the Muse, to Science dear ! 
In the young morning of thy days 1 
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All the wild notes that Pitj loVd 
Awoke^ responsive still to thee, 
While o'er the lyre thy fingers rov'd 
In softest, sweetest harmony. 

The chords that in the human heart 
Compassion touches as her own, 
Bore in thy symphonies a part -« 
With them in perfect unison. 

Amidst accumulated woes. 
That premature afflictions bring. 
Submission's sacred hymn arose. 
Warbled from every moumiul string. 

When o'er thy dawn the darkness spread> 
And deeper every mom«it grew ; 
When rudely round thy youthfhl head 
The chilliiig blasts of sickness blew; 

Religion heard no 'plainings loud. 
The sigh in secret stole from thee ; 
And Pity, from the * dropping cloud,* 
Shed tears of holy sympathy. 

Ccid is that heart in which were met 
More virtues than could eVbr die ; 
The morning-star of hope is set — 
The sun adorns another sky. 
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O partial grief! to mourn the day 
So suddenly o'erclouded here, 
To rise with unextinguished ray — 
To shine in a superior sphere ! 

Oft Genius early quits this sod, , 
Impatient of a robe of clay, 
Spreads the light pinion, spurns the clod. 
And smiles, and soars, and steals away ! 

But more than Genius urg'd thy flight. 
And mark'd the way, dear youth ! for thee: 
Henry sprang up to worlds of light. 
On wings of immortaUty ! 
BlackheathHill, 24th June^ 1808. 



ON THE DEATH OF HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 

By Thohas Paek^ Esq. F. A. S. 

Too, too prophetic did thy wild note swell, 
Impassion'd Minstrel ! when its pitying wail 

Sigh'd o'er the vernal primrose as it fell 
Untimely, withered by the northern gale.* 

Thou wert that flower <>f promise and of prime, 

Whose opening bloom, 'mid many an adverse blast, 

* See Clifton Grov^ p. 16. ed. \90S. 
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Charm'd the lone wanderer through this desart clime, 
But charmed him with a rapture soon o'ercast. 

To see thee languish into quick decay. 
Yet was not thy departing immature ! 

For ripe in virtue thou weit reft away, 
^nd pure in spirit, as the blest are pure ; 

Pure as the dew-drqp, freed from earthly leaven, 

That sparkles, is exhal'd, and blends with heaven ! f 



- TO THE MEMORY OF HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 

BY A LADY. 

From the " Associate Minstrels** 

While in full choir the solemn requiem swells, 
' And bids the tranced thought sublimely soar. 
While Sorrow's breatb inspires responsive shells, 
One strain of simple grief my reed would pour : 

No splendid o£Pering 

Of lofty praise I bring ; 
Yet, sainted spirit ! own the pensive tear 
83ied in said tribute on thine early bier. 

Soft as the airs that fan the waking spring. 

And on the margin of some melting rill. 
In music wild their sounds JEolian fling, ' 

When the pale North regains his empire chill, 



* Young, I thidc^ my% of Nardssa, •• she sparkled, was exhaled, and 
w«it to Heavjen.'* * 

VOL. I. X 
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/ And $31 his fiiry diev 
Thy touching minstrdsies 
With magic sweetness on iJy spring arose^ 
Then faintly murmuring, sunk to deep repose. 

For thee his glowing torch did Genius fire ! 

Who now its meteor brightness shall recall ? 

Too 'soon he bore it to thy funeral, 
And bid in drowning tears its flame expire ! — 
For thee did Fancy weave a chaplet wild. 

And from her woodland bower, 

t, 

With many a forest flower, 
Enwreathe the brows of her much &voured child : — 
Still they preserve a lasting bloom ; 
But, ah j they blossom on thy tomb ! 

Hush'd is the melting cadence of the lyre 
That pnce could sweetest melodies impart ; 
Its soften'd echoes vibrate on the heart. 
But dews of death have quench'd the poet's fire. 
Sure — ^*twas a phoenix flame; 
Kindled from heaven it came ; , 
And with its native spark so closely blended, ' 
That soon to heaven impelled^ it re-asceQded. 

As wandering o'er the waste of desart lands, 
Some wearied pilgrim seeks a hply shrin^ 

And speeds him o'er die blaze of torrid sands 
To catch -of patted worth some trfice divines 



M 
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Sa to thy sacred turf would I repair ; 

And while on Fame's recording page I see 
Thy polished graces, and thy virtues fair, 
Thy wisdom, mild, or heaven-taught piety; 
The vestige of thy worth would share, 
And thence some precious relic bear. 

What, thou^ no longer beaoiing here below, 
Thy radiant star of life has ceased to bum^ 
Still shall its fire on Fancy's vision glow. 

And Memory shed her moonbeam on thine um. 
Though early vanished hence, an angel band 

Marked its swift progress o'er this reahn of nighty 
Watch'd thelast lustre of it^ parting light. 
And hailed its rising on a fairer land. 
Above the flaming zone of day 
Sparkling with exhaustless ray^ 
Fixed, shall it shine with living gloiy bright. 
When Time's last midnight long has rolled away. 



X 2 
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LINES 

Written on visiting the Rooms once inhabited by Henrj Kirke White, 

in St. John's College, Cambridge. 

BT MRS. M. H. HAY. 

How awful ! how impressive is the gloom, 

How sacred is the silence that prevails 
'Mid these lone walls where Henry met his doom. 

My heart is full, my recollection fails ; 
Earth, and all earthly things fade from my sight ; 

My friends, so loved around me, disappear; 
I almost see a dawn of heavenly light, 
^ And Henry's angel voice I seem to hear, 
Saying, " Poor Sister, dry the mortal tear, 

** Nor let thy bosom swell with grief for me ; 
^^ Learn first the bleeding cross on earth to bear, 

<< And then the bliss, now mine, shall gladden thee* 
*' Mid scenes celestial e'en my soul can glow, 

<^ And heavenly harmony can with me sing, 
** To think these poor " Remain^ I left below 

<< Shall kindred spirits to my pleasures bring. 
"^^ But, oh 1 could I send down the faintest gleamy 

*/* To wipe the earthy vapours from thine eyes, 
^^ AH human wisdom would appear a dream, 

^^ And inspiration lead thee to the skies." 
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A REFLECTION ' 

On the Early Death of Henry Kirke White. 

BY A LADY. 

The pensive snow-drop lifts her modest head. 
While yet stem winter binds the icy stream, 

On chilling snow, her taper leaves are spread, 
Uncheer'd by balmy dew and summer's beam. 

Sweet flower i not long thy spotless heart will fear 
The cruel blast that bows thy slender form : 

Thou wert not made for winter's frown severe; 
Soon wilt thou droop, unconscious of the storm^ 

Thus genius springs, and thus the storms of earth 
Nip the young bud, just opening to the day : 

Awhile it blooms, to prove its heavenly biith, 
Awhile it charms,, then withers, — dies away*. 

Tlius Henry graced the world — Too soon the power 
Of stem Affliction seized his youthful breast ;. 

He saw the clouds arise, the tempest low'r 
He bowed his head, and meekly sunk to rest.. 
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EXTRACT 

I 

FROM A PO£M BEC£NTi.T PUBLII^HED. 
SY GEOE6E3 LORD BYEOK. 

Unhappy White * ! while life was in its spring. 
And thy young Muse just waved her joyous wing. 
The spoiler came; and aU % promise feir 
Has sought the grave, to sleep for ever there* 
Oh ! what a noble heart was here undone. 
When Science' self destroyed her favourite son ! 
Yes ! she too much indulg'd thy fond pursuit ! 
She sowed the seeds, but Death has reaped the fruit. 
*Twai^ thine own Genius gave the final blow, 
And helped to plant the wound that laid thee low: 
So the struck eagle, stretch'd upon the plain, 
Ko more through rolling clouds to soar again. 
Viewed his own feather on the fatal dart. 
And winged the shaft that quivered in his heart : 
Keen were his pangs but keener far to feel 
He nurs'd the pinion which impelled the steel. 
While the same plumage that had warm'd his nest. 
Drank the last life-drop of his bleeding breast. 

* Henry Klrke White died at Cambridge, in October, 1806, in conse- 
quence of too much exertion in the pursuit of studies that would have 
matured a mind which dis^e and poverty could not impair, and which 
death itself destroyed rather than subdued. His poems abound in such 
beauties as mu£t impress the reader with the liveliest r^et, that so short 
a period was allotted to talents which Would have dignified even the 
lacred functions he was destined to assume. 
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MONODY 

TO 

THE MEMORY OF HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 

BY JOSEPH BLACKETT.* 



** ]^o marble marks thy couch of lowly sleq>, 
^' But living ttatuet there are seen to weep ; 
" Affliction's semblt^e bends not o'er thy tomb, 
** Aifiiction's «e^ deplores thy youthful doom !" 

LORD bYRON. 



To yon streamlet's rippling flow, 
Through the grove meandering slow, 
Heart-heaving sighs of sorrow let me pour. 
And those ** living statue^' join, 
For no ** marble*' grief is mine. 
Mine is Sympathy's true tear, 
Love and Pity's sigh sincere. 
And to " Affliction's self'' I give the mournful hour ! 

What means yon new-rais'd mould beneath the yew ? 
•And why scoop'd out the coffin's narrow ceU, 
Fashion'd, alas ! to human shape and size? 
Why crawls that earth-worm from the dazzling ray 
Of day's unwelcome orb ? And why, at loigth. 
Lingering, advances, with grie&measur'd pace^ 
The sable hearse, in raven plumes array'd? 

« 

^ Vide his Poems recently published 
X 4 
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And, hark ! oh, hark ! the deep-toned funerd knell 
Breathes, audible, a sad and sullen sound ! 

Alas, poor youth ! for thee this robe of death ! 
Ye Nine, that lave in the Castalian spring, 
Whose full-toned waves, responsive to the strain 
Of your Parnassian harps, with solemn flow, 
Peal the deep dirge around, — pluck each a wreath 
Of baneful yew, and twine it round your lyres, 
For your own Henry sleeps to wake no more ! 

Alas ! alas ! immortal youth ! 
Thine the richly varied song. 
Simple, clear, sublime, and strong; 

Thy sunny eye beam'd on the page of Truth, 
Thy God ador'd, and, fraught with cherub fire, 
"IWas thine to strike, on earth, a heavenly lyre ! 

Ah ! lost too soon ! through Wangled groves, 
'Midst the fresh dews no more 

He pensive roves 

The varied Passions to explore. 

l^ent, silent, is his tongue, 

Whose notes so powerful through the woodlands rui^g. 

When on the wing of hoary Time, * 

With energy sublime. 
He soar'd, and Idt this lessening world below: ^— 
Hark ! hark ! methinks, e'en now, I hear his numbers flow ! 

— — Ah ! no, he sings no more. 



* One of Kirke White's most animated and beautifiil Poems» entitled 
« Time." 
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Oh ! thou greedy cormorant fell, 

Death! insatiate monster ! tell. 

Why so soon was sped the dart 

Which pierced, alas ! his youthful heart ! 

Oh, despoiler! tyrant! know, 

When thy arm, that dealt the blow, 

Wither'd sinks, inactive^ cold. 

By a stronger arm controul'd. 
Then shall this youth the song of triumph raises 
Tlu-oughout eternity immeasurable days ! 

Bard of nature^ heaven-graced child I 
Sweet, majestic, plaintive^ wild; 
Wh9, on rapid pinion borne, 
Swifter than the breeze of mom. 
Circled now the Aonian mount, 
Now the Heliconian fount, 

Teach me to string thy harp, and wake its strain 
To mourn thy early fete^ till every chord complain !^ 

No ! let thy harp remain 
Oh yon dark cypress hung, 
By death unstrung; ^ 

To touch it were profane! 

But now, oh ! now, at this deep hour, 
While I feel thy thrilling power ; 
While I steal from pillow'd sleep. 
O'er thy urn t6 bend and weep ; 
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Spirit, robed in crystal light. 

On the fleecy clouds of night, 

Descend ; and, oh ! my breast inspire 

With a portion of thy fire ; 

Teach my. hand, at midnight-s noon, 

Hover o'er me while I sing, 

Qti ! spirit lov'd and bless'd, attune 4he string ! 

Yes, now, when all around are sunk in rest. 
And the night-vapour sails along the west ; 
When Darkness, brooding o'er this nether ball. 
Encircles Nature with her sable pall; 
Still let me tarry, heedless xjf repose. 
To pour the bosom's — not the muse's woes I 
To thy lov'd memory heave the sigh sincere. 
And drop a kindred, — a prophetic tear ! 

« 

t 

I 

Fast flow, ye genial drops — 

Gush forth, ye tender sighs ! 

And who, dear shade ! can teU — but — 
While thus I, mournful, pause and weep for. Thee, 
Shortly a sigh may heave — a tear be shed, for me ! 
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ON VISITING THE TOMB OF H. K. WHITE. 

BT MRS. M. H. HAT. 

Oh ! spirit of the blest, forgive 
The mortal tear — the mortal sigh ; 

Thow knowest what it was to live 
And feel each human agony. 

I would not raise thy mouldering form. 

Nor bring thy spirit from abov^ 
Could I a miracle perform, 

Much as thy beauteous soul I love. 

No, all I ask in fervent prayer. 

As o'er thy silent tomb I bend. 
That I, in heavenly scenes, may share 

Thy converse and become thy friend. 
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LINES 

Written on reading ^he Renuiins of Henry Kirke White, of Nottingham, 
late of St. John's College, Cambridge; with an Account of his Life, 
by Robert Southey, £$q. 

BY MRS. M. HAY. 

Thy gentle spirit now is fled, 
Thy body in its earthy bed 

Is laid in peaceM sleep ; 
A spirit good and pure as thine, 
Beet in immortal scenes can shine. 

Though friends are left to weep. 

When in this dreary dark abode^ 
Bewildered in life's mazy road. 

The weary traveller sighs, 
A rising star sometimes appears. 
Illumes the path, his bosom cheers^ 

And lights him to the skies. 

Oh, had thy valued life been spared, 
Had'st thou the vineyard's labour shared^ 

What glowing fruits of love 
Thou might'st have added to the stores 
Purchas'd by Him thy soul adores 

Nbw in ^e realms above. 
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Ah ! loss severe ! reflect, ye great. 
Ye rich, ye powerful, on the fate 

Of merit's early doom ; * 
Those dazzling gems ye so much prize. 
Perhaps in dread array may rise 

In judgment from the tpmb. 

A single gem of useless show 
Might everlasting lustre throw • 

Upon the eternal mind ; 
Did gentle offices employ . 
Those hours which fashion's ways destroy^ 

Those hours for good designed. 

Peruse the letters of a youth, 

Whose pen was dipt in heavenly truth, 

His virtuous struggles trace; 
Then will thy melting bosom bked^ 
And quicken there the predous seed 

Of self-renewing grace. 

Then will be clearly understood, . 
< The luxury of doing good.:' 

And O ! how happy they 
Whose meiins are great, and hearts are large. 
Who best the sacred trust disdiarge 

To Him who will repay. - 



* Vide the Lifci p. 49* 
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AFTER SBAOINO 

SOUTHEY'S REMAINS 

09 

HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 

Tht living worth it ivas not inine to prizes 

I heard not of thee till thy star had sel4 
But, deadj I give thee tears, poor yout^ and sighs, 

And thou|^t» of tender, mournful, keen regret ! 
And I do siiyy within my very heakt 

Resolving^ some sear, marky, autumn day 
When spirits less congenial hold apart, 

A sorrowing pilgrim, to thy grave Vl\ stray, - 
And hang my humble meed of poSqr 

Upon thy sainted tomb, asd Worsiiip dice -— 
'Twere weak,, alas I and idly viEiin for thee 1 

Thine ear now only lists to minstrelsy y 
" Pdean'd by cherub quires ! But, to me,' 

'Twould be some little sweet to breathe an air 
Of melancholy, ^d, half-nrarmttring, cry 
Great God I the wicked live — the virtuous moum and dil&! 

% 
t 

And thou, Ms Msffia-f on whose foaterii^ breast 
Were cradled his firpt cares; whom aftar-lovio 

(Ah 1 in such holy love be childhood bliSBt, 
For ever blest,) his mental wants supplied—- 

Whose better hopes, and sense more quick, confest 

His dawning genius^ and its high behest, 

12 
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Aye, in lone glory, ChensVd^thee I hail ! 
Not with the selfish, worldly mass, who move, 

In mincing measures, only with the gale 
Of pro^erous fame : but when low sinks thy heart 
In dark and silent solitude, apart. 

Deep mourning him who is not; in thy wail 
O then my spirit joins — my tears they flow. 
And I do almost drink thy cup of woe ! 

E. W. 

Stockton upon Tees. 
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Tliis is one of Henry's earliest productions, and appears, by the hand* 
writing, to have been written when he was between fourteen and 
fifteen. The picture of the school-mistress is from nature. 



PARTI. 

Pictured in memory's mellowing glass hoW sweet 

Our infant days, our infant joys to greet ; 

To roam in fancy in each cherish'd scene^ • 

The village church-yard, and the village-green, 

The woodland walk remote, the greenwood glade, S 

The mossy seat beneath the hawthorn's shade, 

The white-wash'd cottage, where the woodbine gre^ 

And all the favourite haunts our childhood knew 1 

How sweet, while all the evil shuns the gaze, 

To view the unclouded skies of former days ! 10 

Beloved age of innocence and smiles, 
When each wing'd hour some new delight beguiles. 

Y 2 
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When the gay heart, to lifers sweet dayrspring true. 

Still finds some insect pleasure to pursue. 

Blest Childhood, hail ! — Thee simply will I sing^ 15 

And from myself the artless picture bring ; 

These long-lost scenes to me the past restore. 

Each humble friend, each pleasure^ now no more, 

And every stump familiar to my sight, 

Recalls some fond idea of delight. 20 

This shrubby knoll was once my favourite seat; 
Here did I love at evening to retreat. 
And muse alone, till in the vault of night, 
Hesper, aspiring, shew'd his golden light. 
Here once again, remote from human noise, 25 

I sit me down to think of former joys ; 
Pause on each scene, each treasured scene, once more, 
.And once again each infitnt walk explore. 
While as each grove and lawn I recognize. 
My melted soul sufiuses in my eyes. 30 

And oh ! thou Power, whose myriad trains resort 

To distant scenes, and picture them to thought : 

Whose mirror, held unto the mourner's eye. 

Flings to his soul a borrowed gleam of joy^ 

Blest memory, guide, with finger nicely true, S5 

Back to my youth my retrospective view ; 

Recall with faithful vigour to my mind. 

Each face familiar, each relation kind; 

And all the finer traits of them aflbrd. 

Whose general outline in my heart is stored. 40 
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In yonder cot^ along whose mouldering walls» 
In many a foldy the mantling woodbine fiiUs, 
The village matron kept her little school^ 
Oende of heart, yet knowing well to rule ; 
Staid was the dame, and modest was her mi^ ; 45 

Her garb was coars^ yet wholes and nicely clean : 
Her neatly border'd cap, as lily fair. 
Beneath her chin was pinn'd with decent care ; 
And pendant ruffles, of the whitest lawn, 
Of ancient make^ her elbows did adorn« 50 

Faint with old age, and dim were grown her eyes, 
A pair of i^Mectacles their want supplies ; 
These does she guard secure in leathern case^ 
^"^ From thoughtless wights, in some unweeted place. 

Here first I enter'd, though with tpii and pain, 55 

The low vestibule of learning's fane; 

Enter'd with pain, yet soon I found the way^ 

Though sometimes toilsome, many a sweet display* 

Much did I grieve, on that ill-fated morn. 

When I was first to school reluctant borne; 60 

Severe I thought the dame, though oft she try'd 

To sooth niy swelling spirits when I »gh'd ; 

And oft, when harshly she reprov'd, I wqpt. 

To my lone comer broken-hearted crept, . 

And thought of tender hom^ where anger never kept. 65 

But soon inur'd to alphabetic to]l% 
Alert I met the dame with jocund smiles^ 

T S 
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First at the form, my tk&k for ever true, 

A little favourite rapidly I grew : 

And oft she stroked my head with fond del^ht, 70 

Held me a pattern to the dunce's.si^t ; . .; 

And as she gave my diligence its prais^ 

Talk'd of the honours of my future daysr* 

Oh ! had the venerable matron thought 

Of all the ills by tal^it often brought ; 75 

Could she have seen me when revolving years 

Had brought me deeper in the vale of tcars^ 

Then had she wept, and wished my wayward late 

Had been a lowlier, an unlettered state; 

Wish'd that, remote from worldly woes and strife^ 8# 

Unknown, unheard, I might have passed through life. 

Where in the busy scene, by peace tmblest. 

Shall the poor wanderei^ find a place of rest ? 

A lonely mariner on the stormy main. 

Without a hope,, the calms of peace to gain ; M 

Long toss'd by tempest o'er the world's wide shore, 

When shall his spirit rest, to toil no more ? 

Not till the light foam of the sea shall lave 

The sandy surface of his unwept grave. 

Childhood, to thee I turn, from lifers alarms, 90 

<Serenest season of perpetual calms, -^ 

Turn with delight, and hid the passions cease, 

And joy to think with thee I tasted peace« 

Sweet reign of innocence, when no criine deShfh 

But each new object brings attendant smiles ; 95 
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When future evils never haunt the sights 
But aU is pregnant with unmixt deUght ; 
To thee I turn, from riot and from noise. 
Turn to partake of more congenial joys* 

'Neath yonder ehn, that stands upon the moor, 100 

When the clock spoke the hour of labour o'er, 

What clamorpus throngs, what happy groupes were seen, 

In various postures scatt'ring o'er the green ! 

Some shoot the marble^ others join the chase 

Of self-made stag, or run the emulous race; 105 

While others, seated on the dappled grass. 

With doleful tales' the light-wing'd minutes pass. 

Well I remember how, with gesture starch'd, . 

A band of soldiers, oft with pride we march'd; 

For banners, to a. tall sash we did bind ll<>\ 

Our handkerchiefs, flapping to the whistling wind; 

And for our warlike axms we sought the mead. 

And guns and spears we made of brittle reed ; 

Then, in uncouth array, our feats to crown. 

We storm'd some ruin'd pig-stye for a town. 115 

Pleas'd with our gay disports, the dame was wont 
To set her wheel before the cottage front. 
And o'er her spectacles would often peer. 
To view our gambols, and our boyish geer. 
Still as she look'd, her wheel kept turning roudd, 120 

With its belov'd monotony of sound. 
When tir'd with play, we'd set us by her side, . 
(For out of school she never knew to chide) — 

Y 4 
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And wonder at her skill — well khoWn to £ime~^ 

For who could miitch in spiniung with the dame? 125 

)tler sheets, her linen, whidi she shew'd With pride 

To strangers, still her thriftness testified; 

Though we poor wights did wonder much, in troths 

tlow 'twas her spinning manufactured cloth« 

Oft would we leave, though well*belov^d, oiir piajy 150 
To chat at home the vacant hour away. 
Many^s the time I've scamper'd down the glade^ 

« 

^o ask the promised ditty from the maid,' 

Which well she lov^d, as well she kiiew to sing, 

While we around her form'd a little ring i 13 J 

She told of innocence foredoom'd to bleed. 

Of wicked guardians bent on bloody deed^ 

Or Uttle children murder'd as they slept; 

While at each pause we wrung our hands and wept. 

Sad was such tale, and wonder much did we, 140 

Such hearts of stone there in the world coidd be* 

Poor simple wights, ah ! little did we weeii 

The ills that wait on man in life's sad scene ! 

Ah, little thought that we ourselves should know. 

This world's a world of weeping and of woe ! 14^ 

Beloved moment ! tben 'twas first t caught 

The first foundation of romantic thought; 

Then firi^t I ished bold Fancy's thrilling tear, 

Then first thiat poesy charm'd mine in&iit ear. 

Boon stor'd with much of legendary lore^ ISO 

^e sports of Childhood charm'd my soul no more* 



\ 
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Jl^ar from the scene of gaiety and noise. 

Far, far from turbulent and empty jojrs^ 

I hied me to the thick o'er-archihg shade, 

And there, on mossy carpet, listless laid, 155 

While at my feet the rippling runnel ran, 

The days of wild romance antique I'd scan; 

Soar bn the wings of &ncy through the air^ 

To realms of light, and pierce the radiance there* 169 
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PJltT II. 

There are^ who think that Childhood does not share 
With age the cup, the bitter cup of care: 
Alas ! they know not this unhappy truth. 
That every age, and ratik, is bom to ruth« 

From the first dawn of ireason in the mmd, 5 

Man is foredoomed the thorns of grief to'find; 

At every step has further cause to know, 

The draught of pleasure still is dash'd with woe« 

Yet in the youthful breast^for evei^ caught 
With some new object for romantic thought^ lO 

The impression of the moment quickly flies, 
'' And with the morrow every sorrow die^ 
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How different manhood ! -^theti does TboughtVt controul 

Sink every pang still deeper in the soul; 

Then keen Affliction's sad unceasing smart 15 

Becomes a painful resident in the heart; 

And Care, whom not the gayest can out-brave. 

Pursues its feeble victim to the grave. 

Then, as each long-known friend is summon'd hence. 

We feel a void nojoy can recompence, 96 

And as we weep o'er every new-made tomfa^ .. 

Wish that ourselves the next may meet our doom. 

Yes, Childhood, thee no rankling woes pursue, 
No forms of future ill salute thy view, 
"^o pangs repentant bid thee wake to weep, t5 

But halcyon peace protects thy downy sleep, 
And sanguine Hope, through every storm of life^ 
Shoots her bright beams, and calms the internal strife. 
Yet e'en round Childhood's heart, a thoughtless shrine^ 
AflFection's little thread will ever twine ; SO 

And though but frail may seem each tender tie, 
The soul foregoes them but with many a sigh. 
Thus, when the long-expected moment came, 
When forc'd to leave the gentle-hearted dam^ 
Reluctant throbbings rose within my breast^ SS 

And a still tear my silent grieTiexpress'd. 

When to the public school compell'd to go. 
What novel scenes did on my senses flow ! 
There in each breast each active power dilates. 
Which broils whple nations, and convulses states; 40 

19 
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There reigns, by turns alt^nate, love and hat^ 

Ambition bums, and factious rebels prate; 

And in a smaller range, a smaller sphere. 

The dark deformities of man appear. 

Yet there the gentler virtues kindred claim, 45 

There Friendship lights her pure untainted flame, 

There mild Benevolence delights to dwell. 

And sweet Contentment rests without her cell; 

And there, 'mid many a stormy soul, we find 

The good of heart, the intelligent of mind. 50 

'Twas there. Oh, George I with thee I leam'd to join 
In Friendship's bands — in amity divine. 
Oh, mournful thought ! — Where is thy spirit now? 
As here I sit on fav'rite Logar's brow. 
And trace below each well-remembered glade, Si 

Where arm in arm, erewhile with thee I stray'd. 
Where art thou laid — on what untrodden shore. 
Where nought is heard save ocean's sullen roar ? 
Dost thou in lowly, unlamented state. 
At last repose from all the storms of fate ? 69 

Methinks I see thee struggling with the wave, 
Without one aiding hand^stretch'd out to save; 
See thee convuls'd, thy looks to heaven bend, 
(And send thy parting sigh unto thy friend ; 
Or where immeasurable wilds dismay, 6$ 

Forlorn and sad thou bend'st thy weary way. 
While sorrow and disease^ with anguish rif^ 
Consume apace the ebbing springs of life. 
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Again I see his door against thee shut. 

The unfeeling native turn thee from his hut t 70 

I see thee spent with toil and worn with grie^ 

Sit on the grassy and wish the long'd relief; 

Then lie thee down, the stormy struggle o'er. 

Think on thy native laud — and rise no more ! 

Oh that thou could'st, from thine august abode, 75 

Survey thy friend in life's dismaying road, 

That thou could'st see him at this moment h^re, 

» 

Embalm thy memory with a pious tear. 
And hover o'er him as he gazes round, 
Where aU the scenes of infant joys surround. 80 

Yes ! yes t his spirit's near ! — The whispering breeie 

Conveys his voice sad sighing on the trees ; 

And lo ! his form transparent I perceive, 

Borne on the grey mist of the sullen eve : 

He hovers near, clad in the night's dim robe, 85 

While deathly silence reigns upon the globe. 

Yet ah ! whence comes this visionary scene ? 

'Tis Fancy's wild aerial dream I ween ; 

By her inspir'd, when reason takes it flighty 

What fond illusions beam upon the sight ! 90 

She waves her hand, and lo ! what forms appear ! 

What magic sounds salute the wondering ear ! 

Once more o'er distant regions do we tread, 

And the cold grave yields up its cherish'd dead; 
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While present sorrow's banish'd &r away^ 95 

Unclouded azure gilds the placid day, 

Or in the future's cloud-encircled face, 

Fair scenes of bMss to come we fondly trace, 

And draw minutely every little wile, 

Which shall the feathery hours of. time beguile. 100 

So when forlorn, and lonesome at her gate. 

The Royal Mary solitary sate. 

And view'd the moon-beam trembling on the wave, 

And heard the hollow surge her prison lave. 

Towards France's distant coast she bent her sight, 105 

For there her soul had winged its longing flight; 

There did she form full many a scheme of joy. 

Visions of bliss uiiclouded with alloy. 

Which bright through Hope's deceitful optics beam'd. 

And all became the surety which it seemed ; no 

She wept, ^et felt, while all within was calm, 

In every te^r a melancholy charm. 

To yonder hill, whose sides, deform'd and steep, 

Just yield a scanty sust'nance to the sheep. 

With thee, my friend, I oftentimes have sped, US 

To see the sun rise from his healthy bed; 

To watch the aspect of the summer morn, 

Smiling upon the golden fields of corn, 

And taste delighted of superior joys. 

Beheld through Sympathy's enchanted eyes : 120 

With silent admiration ofl we view'd 

The myiiad hues o'er heaven's blue concave strew'd ; 
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The fleecy cloud% of every tint and shade. 

Round which the silvery sun-beam glancing play'd^ 

And the round orb itself, in azure throne, 125 

Just peeping o*er the blue hill's ridgy zone ; 

We xnark'd, delighted, how with aspect gay^ 

Reviving Nature hail'd returning day ; 

Mark'd how the flowerets rear'd their drooping heads^ 

And the wild lamUdns bounded o'er the meads, 130 

While from each tree, in tones xtt sweet delight. 

The birds sung pseans to die source of light : 

Oft have we watch'd the speckled lark arise, 

Leave his grass bed, and soar to kindred skies, 

And rise, and rise, till the pain'd sight no more ISS 

Could tiuce him in his high aerial tour ; 

Though on the ear, at intervals, his song 

Came wafted slow the wavy breeze along ; 

And we have thought how happy were our lot, 

Bless'd with some sweet, some solitary cot, 148 

Where, from the peep of day, till russet eve 

Began in every dell her forms to weave. 

We might pursue our i^orts from day to day,. 

And in each other's arms wear life away* 

At sultry noon too, when our toils were done^ 14& 

We to the gloomy glen were wont to run ; 

There on the turf we lay, while at our feet 

The cooling rivulet rippled softly sweet ; 

And mus'd on holy theme, and ancient lore. 

Of deeds, and days, and heroes now no more ; 150 

Heard, as his solemn harp Isaiah swept; 

Sung woe unto the wicked land — and wept ; 
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Or, fhncy-led — saw Jeremiah mourn 

In solemn sorrow o'er Judea's urn. 

Then to another shore perhaps would rove, 155 

With Plato talk in his Ilyssian grove ; 

Or, wandering where the Thespian palace rose, 

Weep once again o'er fair Jocasta's woes. 

, • • • ■ • 

Sweet then to us was that romantic band, 

The ancient legends of our native land — 160 

Chivalric Britomart, and Una fair, 

And courteous Constance, doomed to dark despair. 

By turns our thoughts engag'd ; and oft we talk'd 

Of times when monarch superstition stalk'd. 

And when the blood-fraught galliots of Rome 165 

Brought the grand Druid fabric to its doom ; 

While, where the wood-hung Meinai's waters flow, 

The hoary harpers poiir'd the strain of woe. 

While thus employ'd, to us how sad the bell 

Which summon'd us to school ! 'Twas Fancy^s knell, 170 

And, sadly sounding on the sullen ear. 

It spoke of study pale, and chilling fear. 

Yet even then, (for oh, what chains can bind. 

What powers control, the energies of mind !) 

E'en there we soar'd to many a height sublime, 175 

And many a day-dream charm'd the lazy time. 

At evening too, how pleasing was our walk, 
Endear'd by Friendship's unrestrained talk, 
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When to the upland heights we bent our way. 

To view the last beam g[ departing day ; 180 

How calm was all around ! no playful breeze 

Sigh'd 'mid the wavy foliage of the trees, 

But all was still, save when, with drowsy song. 

The grey-fly wound his sullen horn along ; 

And save when, heard in soft, yet merry glee, 185 

The distant church-bells' mellow harmony ; 

The silver mirror of the lucid brook. 

That 'mid the tufted broom its still course took ; 

The rugged arch, that clasp'd its silent tides. 

With moss and rank \^eeds hanging down its sides : 190 

l^e ^craggy rock, that jutted on the sight; 

The shrieking bat, that took its heavy flight; 

All, all was pregnant with divine delight. 

We lov'd to watch the swallow swimming high, 

In the bright azure of the vaulted sky; 195 

Or gaze upon the clouds, whose colour'd pride 

Was scattered thinly o'er the welkin wide, . 

And ting'd with such variety of shade, 

To the charm'd soul sublimest thoughts convejr'd. 

In these what forms romantic did we tracer 200 

While fancy led us o'er the realms of space ! 

Now we espied the Thunderer in his car, 

[Leading the embattled seraphim to war. 

Then stately towers descried, sublimely high. 

In Gothic grandeur frowning on the sky -^ 20/i 

Or saw, wide stretching o'er the azure height, 

A ridge of glaciers in mural white^ 
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Hugely terrific — But those times are o'er, 

And the fond scene can charm mine eyes no more^ 

For thou art gone^ and I am left below, 210 

Alone to struggle throu^ this world of woe. 

The scene is o'er — still seasons onward roll. 

And each revolve conducts me toward the goal ; 

Yet all is blank, without one soft reliei^ 

One endless continuity of grief; 21 5 

And the tired soul, now led to thoughts sublime, 

Looks but for rest beyond the bbnnds of time. 

Toil on, toil on, ye busy crowds^ that pant 

For hoards of wealth which ye will never want ; 

And, lost to all but gain^ with ease resign 22d 

The calms of peace and happiness divine I 

Fat other cares be mine — Men little crave 

In this short journey to the silent grave ; 

And the poor peasant, bless'd with peace and health, 

I envy more than Croesus with his wealth 225 

Yet grieve not I, tliat fate did not decree 

Paternal acres to await on me ; 

She gave me more, she placed within my breast 

A heart with little pleas'd — with little blest : 

I look around me, where, on every side, $30 

Extensive manors spread in wealthy pride ; : 

Ahd could my sight be borne to either 2cme^ 

I should not find one foot of land my own. 

But whither do I wander ? shall the muse, 
For golden baits, her simple theme refiise ? ^35 

^OL. h . z 
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Ob, no ! but while the weary spirit greets 

The &ding scenes of Childhood's far-gone sweets 

it catches all die infant's wandering tongue, 

And prattles on in desultory song. 

That song must close — the gloomy mists of night 24Q 

Obscure the pale stars' visionary light 

And ebon darkness, clad in vapoury wet. 

Steals on the welkiti in primsBval jet. 

The song must close. — Once more my adverse lot 
Leads me reluctant from this cherish'd spot : 245 

Again compels to plunge in busy }ife, 
And brave the hateful turbulence of strife. 

Scenes of my youth — ere my unwilling feet 

Are tum'd for ever from this lov'd retreat, 

Ere on these fields, with plenty cover'd o'er, 250 

My eyes are clos'd to ope on them no more. 

Let me ejaculate, to feeling due. 

One long, one last affectionate adieu. 

Grant that, if ever Providence should please 

To give me an old age of peace and ease, . 255 

Grant that in these sequester'd shades my days 

May wear away in gradual decays : 

And oh, ye spirits, who unbodied play, ^ 

UAseen upon the pinions of the day. 

Kind genii of my native fields benign^ 260 

Who were f f /* * ^^ ^« 
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FRAGMENT 

OF AN 

ECXJENTRIC DRAMA, 

Written at a very early age. 



In a Uttle volume wliich Henry had copied out, apparently for the 
press, before the publication of Clifton Grove, the song with 
which this fragment commences was inserted, under the title of 
^ The Dance of the Consumptives, in imitation of Shakespeare, 
taken from an Eccentric Drama, written by H. K. W. when veiy 
young." The rest was discovered among his loose papers, in the 
first rude draught, having, to all appearance, never been tran- 
scribed. The song was extracted when he was sixteen, and must 
have been written at least a year before, probably more, by the 
hand-writing. There is something strikingly wild and original m 
the fragment. 



THE DANCE OF THE CONSUMPTIVES. 

1. 

Ding-dong! ding-dosg! 
Merry, merry, go the bells, 
Ding-dong! ding-dong! 
Over the heath, over the moor, and over the dale, 

" Swinging slow with sullen roar,^* 
Dance, dance away the jocund roundelay I 
Ding-dong, ding-dong, calls us away. 

z 2 
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2. 
konnd the oak, and round the elm. 

Merrily foot it o'er the ground ! 
The sentry ghost it stands aloof, 
So merrily, merrily foot it round. 
Ding-dong I ding-dong! 
Merry, merry go the bells. 
Swelling in the nightly gale. 
The sentry ghost, 
It keeps its post, 
And so(Mi, and soon, our sports must fail : 
But let us trip the nightly ground, 
"While the merry, merry bells ring round. 



S. 
Hark! hark! the death-watch ticks I 
See^ see, the winding sheet ! 
Our dance is done. 
Our race is run. 
And we must lie at the alder's feet ! 
Ding-dong, ding-dong, 
Merry, merry go the bells. 
Swinging o'er the weltering wave ! 
And we must seek 
Our death-beds bleak. 
Where the green sod grows upon llie graye. 
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They vanish — The Goddess (^ Consumption descends^ habited 
in a shf-blue lUAey attended by mmjfrnfui Music* 

Come, Melancholy, sister mine ! 

Cold the dews, and chill the night ! 
Come from thy dreary shrine ! 

The wan moon climbs^ the heavenly height^ 
And underneath the sickly ray. 
Troops of squalid spectres play, 
And the dying mortals' groan 
StsCttlesthe Night on her dusky tlirone» 
Come, come, sister mine ! 
Gliding on the pale moon-shine : 
We'll ride at ease. 
On the tainted breeze. 
And oh ! our sport* will be divine^ 

The Goddess of Melancholy advances oui of a deep Glen 
in the rear^ habited ifi Mack, and covered xioitA- a thitk 
Veil — She speaks. 

Suiter, from my dark abode, 
Where nests the raven, sits the toad,. 
Hither I come, at thy command : 
Sister, sister, join thy hand : 
Sister, sister, join thy hand ! 
I will smooth the way for thee^ 
Thou shall furnish food fbr me* 
Cone let Us speed our way 
Where the troops of spectres play. 
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To cfaamel-houses, church-yards drear. 
Where Death sits with a horrible leer, 
A lasting grin on a throne of bones. 
And skim along the blue tomb-stones. 
Come^ let us speed away. 
Lay our snares, and spread our tether ! 
I will smooth the way for thee. 
Thou shalt furnish food for nie ; 
And the grass shall wave 
O'er many a grave, 
Where youth and beauty sleep together. 

CONSUMPTION. 

Come, let us speed our way ! 
Join our hands, and spread our tether ! 
I will furnish food for thee. 
Thou shalt smooth the way for me ; 
And the grass shall wave 
O'er many a grave, 
Where youth and beauty sleep together. 

MELANCHOLY. 

Hist, sister, hist! who comes here? 
Oh, I know her by that tear, 
By that blue eye's languid glare. 
By her skin, and by her hair ; 

She is mine. 

And she is thine^ 
Now the deadliest draught prepare. 
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CONSUMPTION. * 

r 

In the dismal night air drest, 
I will creep into her breast : 
Flush her cheek, and bleach her skin. 
And feed on the vital fire within. 
Lover, do not trust her eyes, — 
When they sparkle most, she dies i 
Mother, do not trust her breathy — 
Comfort she will breathe in death ! 
' Father, do not strive to save her, — 
She is mine, and I must have her ! 
The coffin must be her bridal bed; 
The winding-sheet must wrap her head; 
The whispering winds must o'er her sigh. 
For soon in the grave the maid must lie. 

The worm it will riot 

On heavenly diet, 
When death has deflowered her eye. 

{They vanish. 

m 

While Consumption speaks Angelina enters. 

ANGELINA. 

With * what a silent and dgected pace 
Dost thou, wan Moon I upon thy way advance 
In the blue welkin's vault ! — Pale wanderer ! 
Hast thou too felt the pangs of hopeless love, 

• — . 

* With how Bad steps, moon ! thou climVst the skies, 
How silently and with how wan a face ! 

SIB p. SIDNEY. 
2 4 
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Trhat thus, with such a melancholy grace. 
Thou dost pursue thy solitary course ! 
Has thy Endymion, smooth-faced boy, forsook 
Thy widowed breast — on which the spoiler oft 

» 

Has nestled fondly, while the silver clouds 
Fantastic pillowed thee, and the dim night, 
Obsequious to thy will, encurtain'd round 
With its thick fringe thy couch ? — Wan travelfer,^ 
How like thy fate to mine ! — Yet I have still 
One heavenly hope remaining, which thou lack'st; 
My woes will soon be buried in the grave 
Of kind forgetftdness : — my journey here, 
Though it be darksome, joyless, and forlorn^ 
Is yet but short, and soon my weary feet 
Will greet the peaceful inn of lasting rest* 
But thou, unhappy Queen ! art doom'd to trace 
Thy lonely walk in the drear realms of night, 
While many a lagging age shall sweep beneath 
The leaden pinions of unshaken time; 
Though not a hope shall spread its glittering hue 
To cheat thy steps along the weary way. 

O that the sum of human happiness 
Should be so trifling, and so frail withal, 
That when possess'd, it is but lessened grief; 
And even then there's scarce a sudden gust 
That blows across the dismal waste of life^ 
But bears it from the view, — O ! who would shua 
The hour that cuts from earth, and fear to pressi 
The calm and peaceful pUlows of the grave^ 
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And yet endure th^ various iUs of life, 

And dark vicissitudes ! — Soon, I hope, I feel, 

And am assur'd, that I shall lay my head, 

My ^cary aching head, on its last rest. 

And on my lowly bed the grass-green sod 

Will flourish sweetly. - — And then they will weep 

That one so young, and what they're pleas'd to call 

So beautiful, should die so soon — < And tell 

How painful disappointment's canker'd fang 

Wither'd the rose upon my maiden cheek. 

Oh, fixdlsh ones ! why, I shall sleep so sweetly. 

Laid in my darksome grave, that they themselves 

Might envy me my rest ! — And as for them. 

Who, on the score of former intimacy. 

May thus remembrance me — they must themselves 

Successive fall. 

Around the winter fire 
(When out-apdoof s the biting frost congeals. 
And shrill the skater's irons on the pool 
Ring loud, as by the moonlight he performs 
His graceful evolutions) they not long 
Shall sit and chat of older times, and feats 
Of early youth, but silent, one by one. 
Shall drop into their shrouds. -— S(Hn^ in their age. 
Ripe for the sickle ; others young, like me, 
And falling green beneath th' untimely stroke. 
Thus, in short tim^ in the church-yard forlorn, 
Where I shall lie, my friends wiU lay them down* 
And dwell with me, a happy fiimily. 
And oh, thou cm?!} yet beloved youthi 
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Who now hast left me hopeless here to mourn, ^ 

Do thou but shed one tear upon iny cors^ 

And say that I was gentle, and deserv'd 

A better lover, and I shall forgive 

All, all thy wrongs; — and then do thou forget 

The hapless Margaret, and be as blest 

As wish can make thee — Laugh, and play, and sing^ 

With thy dear choice, and never think of me. 

Yet hist, I hear a step* — In this dark wood — 



TO A FRIEND. 

WRITl'irN AT A VERY EARLY AGE. 

I've read, my friend, of Dioclesian, 
And many other noble Grecian, 
Who wealth and palaces resign'd. 
In cots the joys of peace to find; 
Maximian's meal of turnip-tops, 
(Disgusting food to dainty chops) 
I've also read o^ without wonder ; 
But such a curs'd egregious blunder. 
As that a man, of wit and sense. 
Should leave his books to hoard up pence, 
Forsake the lov'd Aonian maids. 
For all the petty tricks of trades, 

15 
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I n^ver, either now, or long since, 
Have heard of such a piece of nonsense; 
That one who learning's joys hath felt. 
And at the Muse's altar knelt. 
Should leave a life of sacred leisure, 
To taste the accumulating pleasure ; 
And, metamorphos'd to an alley duck. 
Grovel in loads of kindred muck. 
Oh ! 'tis beyond my comprehension \ 
A courtier throwing up his pension, — 
A lawyer working without a fee, — 
A parson giving charity, — 
A truly pious methodist preacher, ■ — 
Are not, egad, so out of nature. x 

Had nature made thee half a fool, 
But given thee wit to keep a school, 
I had not star'd at thy backsliding; 
But when thy wit I can confide in. 
When well I know thy just pretence 
To solid and exalted sense; 
When well I know that on thy head 
Philosophy her lights hath shed, 
I stand aghast ! thy virtues sum too, 
Ajad wonder what this world will come to ! 

Yet, whence this strain? shall I repine 
That thou alone dost singly shine? 
Shall I lament that thou alone. 
Of men of parts, hast prudence known ? 
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LINES 

ON RSADING THE POEMS OF WARTON. 



AGE rOURTEE^. 



Oh, Warton ! to thy soothing shell, 
Stretch'd remote in hermit cell, 
Where the brook runs babbling by. 
For ever I could listening lie ; 
And, catching all the Muse's fire. 
Hold converse with the tuneful quire. 

What pleasing themes thy page adorn,. 
The ruddy streaks of cheerful morn. 
The pastoral pipe, the ode sublime. 
And Melancholy's mourn&l chime !. 
Each with unwonted graces shinea. 
In thy ever lovely lines* 

Thy muse deserves the lasting meed ; 
Attuning sweet the Dorian reed. 
Now the love-lorn swain complains. 
And sings his sorrows to the plains ; 
Now the sylvan scenes appear 
Through all the changes of the year ; 
Or the elegiac strain 
SofUy sings of mental pain. 
And mournful diapasons sail 
On the £untly>dying gale. 
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But, ah) the soothing scene Is o'er I 

On middle flight we cease to soar. 
For now the Muse assumes a bolder sweep. 
Strikes on the lyric string her sorrows deep, 

In strains unheard before. 
Now, now the rising fire thrills high, 
Now, now to heaven's high realms we fly. 

And every throne explore ; 
Tlie soul entranced, on mighty wings 
With all the poet's heat up springs, 

And loses earthly woes ; ^ , 

Till all alarmed at the giddy height, 
The Muse descends on gentler flight,' 

And lulls the wearied soul to soft repos^. 



TO THE MUSE. 

WRITTEK AT THE AGE OF FOURTEEN. 

I. 

Ill-fated maid, in whose unhappy train 
Chill poverty and misery are seen. 

Anguish and discontent, the unhappy bane 
Of life, and blackener of each brighter scene. 

Why to thy votaries dost thou give to feel 
So keenly all the scorns — the jeers of life? 
Why not endow them to endure the strife 

With apathy's invulnerable steel. 

Or self-content and ease, each torturing wound to heal ? 
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II. 

Ah ! who would taste your self-deluding joys, 
That lure the unwary to a wretched doom. 

That bid £eiir views and flattering hopes arise, 
Then hurl them headlong to a lasting tomb ? 

What is the charm which leads thy victims on 
To persevere in paths that lead to woe ? 
What can induce them in that route to go, 

In which innumerous before have gone. 

And died in misery, poor and woe-begone. 

III. 

Yet csn I ask what charms in thee are found ; 
I, who have drank firom thine etherial rill,' 

And tasted all the pleasures that abound 
Upon Parnassus, lov'd Aonian hill ? 

I, through whose soul the Muses' strains aye thrill ! 
Oh ! I do feel the spell with which Fm tied ; 

And though our annals fearful stories tell. 
How Savage languish'd, and how Otway died. 
Yet must I persevere, let whatever will betide. 
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TO LOVE. 



I. 
Why should I blush to own I love? 
*Tis Love that rules the realms above. 
Why should I blush to say to all, 
That Virtue holds my heart in thrall ? 

II. 

Why should I seek the thickest shade. 
Lest Love's dear secret be betrayed ? 
Why the stem brow deceitful move. 
When I am languishing with love? 

IIL 

Is it weakness thus to dw^U 
On passion that I dare not tell ? 
Such weakness I would ever prove: 
'Tis painful, though 'tis sweet, to love. 
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THE WANDERING BOY, 



A SONG. 



I. 

When the winter wind whistles along the wild moor. 
And the cottager shuts on the beggar his door; 
When the chilling tear sj;ands in my comfortless eye, 
Oh, how hard is the lot of the Wandering Boy ! 

n. 

The winter is cold, and I have no vejgt, 
And my heart it is cold as it beats in my breast ; 
No father, no mother, no kindred have I, / 

For I am a parentless Wandering Boy. 

III. 
Yet I had a home, and I once had a sire, 
A mother who granted each infant desire; 
Our cottage it stood in a wood-embower'd vale, 
Where the ring-dove would warble its sorrowfid tale- 

IV. 

But my father and mother were summon'd away. 
And they left me to hard-hearted strangers a prey ; 
I fled from their rigour with many a sigh. 
And now I'm a poor little Wandering Boy. 
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V. 



The wind it is keen, and the snow loads the gale^ 
And no one will list to my innocent tale ; 
m go to the grave where my parents both lie» 
And death shall befriend the poor wandering boy* 



FRAGMENT. 



The western gale. 



Mild as the kisses of connubial love^ 
Plays round my languid limbs, as all dissolved, 
Beneath the ancient elm's fantastic shade 
I lie, exhausted with the noontide heat: 
While rippling o'er its deqi-wom pebble bed. 
The rapid rivulet rushes at my feet. 
Dispensing coolness. — On the fringed marge 
Full many a flow'ret rears its head, — or pink. 
Or gaudy daiFodil. — 'Tis here, at noon, 
The buskin'd wood-nymphs from the heat retire, 
And lave them in the fountain ; here secure 
From Pan, or savage satyr, they disport ; 
Or stretch'd supinely on the velvet turf^ 
LuU'd by the laden bee, or sultry fly, 
Inv«:dce the God of slumber. * * * 

# # # # 
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And hark, how merrily, from distant toVr^ 
Ring round the village bells I now on the gale 
They rise with grAdual iwell^ dktinot and loud ; 
Anon they die upon the pensive ear$ 
Melting in faintest music* »^ Tliey bespeak 
A day of jubilee^ • and oft they bear 
Commixt along the unfrequented shore, 
The sound of village dance and tabor loud, 
Startling the musing ear of Solitude. 

Such is the jocund wake of Whitsuntide, 
When happy Superstitk>i^ gabbling eld! 
Holds her unhurtful gambols. — All the day 
The rustic revellers ply the mazy dance 
On the smooth-shaven green, and then at eve 
Commence the harmless rites and auguries; 
And many a tale of aneieni days goes round* 
They tell of wizard seer, whose potent spells 
Could hold in dreeMai thraU the kbonring moen^ 
Or draw the fix'd stars fvomthei^ eminence, ' 
And still the midfiight tensest* -«*^ Then anon 
Tell of uncharneffd q)eetre«, teen to glide 
Along the lone wood^s wift'equeiited path^ 
Startling th^ 'nighted traveler ; while the somid 
Of undistinguished nnnxiursy heaard to come 
From the dark centt^ <tf the deep-'lMag gb%- 
Struck on his frozen eaif. 

Oh, Ignorance, 
Thou art falFn man^^ best friend ! With thee he speeds 
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In fr^d apathy along bis way. 

And never does the tear of agony 

Bum down his scorching cheek ; or the keen steel 

Of wounded feeling penetrate his breast* 

E'en now, as leaning on this fragrant bank, 

I taste of all the keener happiness 

Which sense refin'd affords-^ Et'h now my heart 

Would &in induce me to forsake the world. 

Throw of these garments, and in shepherd's weeds, 

With a small iBock, and short suspended reed. 

To sojourn in the woodland. — Then my thought 

Draws such gay pictures of ideal bliss, 

That I could almost err in reason's ^te, 

And tret^ass on my judgment. ^ 

Such is life : 
The distant prospect always seems more fior. 
And when attain'd, another still suceeed% 
Far &irer than before, — ^ yet compass'd round 
With the same dangers, and the same dismay. 
And we poor pilgrims m thi» dreary maze. 
Still discontented, chase the fiury form 
Of unsubstantial Happiness^ to find. 
When life itsdf is sinking in the strife, 
'Tis but an aiiy bubUe and adiest. 
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ODE, 



WBITTE^' ON WHIT MONDAY* 



Hark, how the merry bells ring jocund rounds 
And now they die upon the veering breeze ; 

Anon they thunder loud 

Full on the musing ear. 

Wafted in varying cadence, by the shore 
Of the still twinkling river, they bespeak 

A day of jubilee. 

An ancient holiday. 

And lo ! the rural revels are begun. 
And gaily echoing to the laughing sky, 
On the smooth-shaven green. 
Resounds the voice of Mirth. 

Alas ! regardless of the tongue of Fate, 
That tells them 'tis but as an hour since they. 

Who now are in their graves, 

Kept up the Whitsun dance. 
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And that another hour, and they must fall 
Like those who went before, and sleep as still 

Beneath the silent sod, 

A cold and cheerless sleep. ' 

Yet why should thoughts like these intrude to scare 
The vagrant Happiness, when she will deign 

To smile upon us here, 

A transient visitor ? 

Mortals ! be gladsome while ye have the power, 
And laugh and seize the glittering lapse of joy ; 

In time the bell will toll 

That warns ye to your graves, 

I to the woodland solitude will bend 

My lonesome way — where Mirth^s obstreperous shout 

Shall not intrude to break 

< 

The meditative hour. 

There will I ponder on the state of man. 
Joyless and sad of heart, and consecrate 

This day of jubilee 

To sad reflection's shrine; 

And I will cast my fond eye &r beyond 
This world of care^ to where the steeple loud 

Shall rock above the sod. 

Where I shall sleep in peace. 

A A 3 
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CANZONET. 

1. 
Maiden ! wrap thy mantle round thee^ 

Cold the raip beats on thy breast : 
Why should Horror's voice astound thee ? 
Death can bid the wretched r^t ! 
All under the tree 
Thy bed may be. 
And thou mayst slumber peacefully* 

2. 
Maiden ! once gay pleasure knew thee ; 

Now thy cheeks are pale and deep : 
Love has been a feloii to tl^e 
Yf fe poor iwiden, ^notw^q): 
There's rest for thee 
All under the tree, 
Where thou wilt sleep most peacefully* 
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COMMENCSMBHT OF A PO£M 

ON DESPAIR. 

Some to Aonian lyres of si Jver sound 
.With winning el^ance t^tt^m their ^ong^ 
Formed to smk lightly on tfee ^Qpthc4 »e^sfe^ 
And charm the soul with sc^^t harmony : 
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*Tis then that Hope with sanguine eye is seen 

Roving through Fancy's gay futurity ; 

Her heart light dancing to the sounds of pleasure, 

Pleasure of days to come* — Memory too then 

Comes with her sister. Melancholy sad, 

Pensively musing on the scenes of youth. 

Scenes never to return.* 

Such subjects merit poets u«'d to raise 

The attic verse harmonious ; but for me 

A dreadlier theme demands my backward band« 

And bids me strike the strings of dissonance 

With frantic energy. 

'Tis wan Despair I sing; if sing I can, 

Of him before whose blast the voice of song. 

And mirth, and hope, and happiness, all fl}'. 

Nor ever dare retturn. His notes are h^ard 

At noon of night, wber^ on the cpast qf bloody 

The lacerated son of Angola 

Howls forth his sufferings to the moaning wind ; 

And, when the awful silence of the night 

Strikes the chill death-^w to the miit^'rer's heart, 

He speliks in every conscience-prompt^ wgrd 

Half utter'd, half suppressed -^ 

'Tis him I sing — -Despair — terrific name^ 

Striking unsteadily the tremulous chord 

Of timorous terror — discord in the sound: 

For to a theme revolting as is tbie, 

II ■!! ■ 11 I II I II ■^—^—1 I I I I ■■ 1 ■^^MIM^M^P^— ^"^ 

* Alluding to the two pleasing poems, the Pleasures of Hope and of 
Memory. 

A A 4 
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Dare not I woo the maids of harmony, 
Who love to At and catch the soothing somid 
Of lyre JEciisny or the martial bugle, 
Calling the hero to the field of glory. 
And firing him with deeds of high emprise, 
And warlike triumph : but from scenes like mine 
Shrink they afirighted, and detest the bard 
Who dares to sound the hollow tones of horror. 

Hence ttien, soft maids. 
And woo the silken zephyr in the bowers 
By Heliconia's sleep-inviting stream : 
For aid like yours I seek not ; 'tis for powers 
Of darker hue to inspire a verse like mine ! 
'Tis work for wizards, sorcerers, and fiends ! 

Hither, ye fiirious imps of Acheron, 
Nurslings of heU, and beings shunning light, 
And all the myriads of the burning concave; 
Souls of the damned ; — Hither, oh ! come and join 
Th' infernal chorus. 'Tis Despair I sing ! 
He, whose sole tooth inflicts a deadlier pang 
Than all your tortures join'd. Sing, sing Despair ! 
Repeat the sound, and celebrate hU power ; 
Unite shouts, screams, and agonizing shrieks. 
Till the loud paean ring through hell's high vault, 
And the remotest spirits of the deep 
Leap from the lake, and join thie dreadful song* 
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TO THE WIND. 

AT MIDNIGHT. 

Not unfamiliar to mine ear, 
Blasts of the night ! ye howl as now 

My shudd^ng casement loud 
With fitful force ye beat 

4 

Mine ear hajs dwelt iii silent awe, 
The howling sweep, the sudden rush ; 
And when the passing gale 
Pour'd deep the hollow dirge. 



THE EVE OF DEATH. 

IRREGULAR. 
I. 

Silence of Death — portentous calm, 

Those airy forms that yonder fly. 
Denote that your void foreruns a storm. 

That the hour of fiite is nigh, 
I see, I see, on the dim mist borne. 

The Spirit of battles rear his crest I 
I see^ I see, that ere the morn, 

His spear will forsake its hated rest. 
And the widow*d wife of Larrendill will beat her naked 
breast. 
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II. 

O'er the smooth bosom of the sullen deep> 

No softly ruffling zephyrs fly; 
But Nature sleeps a deathless sleep^ 

For the hour of battle is nigh. 
Not a loose leaf waves on the dusky oalc. 

But a creeping stillness reigns around ; 
Except when the raven, with ominous croak. 

On the ear does unwelcomely sound. 
I know, I know, what this silence means, 

I know what the raven saith — 
Strike, oh, ye bards ! the melancholy harp. 

For this is the eve of death. 

III. 

Behold, how along the twilight air 

The shades of onr &thers glide t 
There Morven fled, with the blood-drench'd hair^ 

And Colma with grey side. 
No gale around its coolness flings, 

Yet sadly sigh the gloomy trees; 
And hark, how the harp's unvisited strings 

Sound sweet, as if swept by a whispering breeze I 
'Tis done ! the sun he has set in Uood ! 

He will never set more to the brave; 
Let us pour to the hero the dirge of death— » 

For to-morrow he hies to the grave. 



I 
\ 
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THANATOS. 

Oh ! who would cherish life^ 
Aad cling unto this heavy clog of dayy 

Love this rude world of ^trife^ 
Where glooms and tempests cloud th« fiurest day; 

And where^ 'neath outward «iiulefi 
€onceal'd, the snake lie^ leeding on its pr^^ 
Where pit-falls lie in ev'ry flpweiy way. 

And syrens lure the wanderer tQ their wiles ! 
Hateful it i^ to met ^ 

Its riotous railings and rev^ngefti} strife ; 

I'm tir'd with all its screams apd brutal shouts 
Dinning the ear ; — - away «^ away with life ! 

And welcome, oh ! thou silent maid, 

Who in some foggy vault art laid. 

Where never day-light's daxaling ray 

Comes to disturb thy dismal s^way ; 

And there amid unwholesoioe dai^ps dost sleep, 

In such forgetful slumbers deep^ 

That all thy senses stvpified, 

Are to marble petrified. 

Sleepy Death, I welcome th^ I 

Sweet are thy calms to misery* 

Poppies 1 will ask no more. 

Nor the fatal hellebore; 

Death is the best, the oioJy cure, 

His are sliunbers ever sure. 

Lay me in the Oothiic tomby 

In whose solemn fretted' gloom 
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I may lie in mouldering state, 

With all the grandeur of the great : 

Over me, magnificent, 

Carve a stately monument ; 

Then thereon my statue lay, 

With hands in attitude to pray, 

And angels serve to hold my head. 

Weeping o'er the father dead. 

Duly too at close of day, 

Let the peeling organ play : 

And while the harmonious thunders roll^ 

Chaunt a vesper to my soul : 

Thus how sweet my sleep will be. 

Shut out from thoughtful misery ! 



ATHANATOS- 

Away with Death — away . 
With all her sluggish sleeps and chilling damps. 

Impervious to the day. 
Where Nature sinks iijto inanity. 
How can the soul desire 
Such hateful nothingness to crave. 
And yield with joy the vital fire, 
To moulder in the grave ! 

Yet mortal life is sad. 
Eternal storms molest its sullen sky ; 

And sorrows ever rife 
Drain the sacred fouhtiEdn dry — 
Away with mortal life ! 
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But, hail the cahn reality, 

The seraph Immortality ! 

Hail the Heavenly bowers of peace, 

Where all the storms of passion cease. 

Wild Life's dismaying struggle o'er. 

The wearied spirit weeps no more ; 

But wears the eternal smile of joy, 

Tasting bliss without alloy. 

Welcome, welcome, happy bowers, 

Where no passing tempest lowers ; 

But the azure Heavens display 

The everlasting smile of day ; 

Where the choral seraph choir, 

Strike to praise the harmonious lyre ; 

And the spirit sinks to ease, 

Lull'd by distant symphonies. 

Oh ! to think of meeting there 

The friends whose graves receiVd our tear, 

The daughter loVd, the wife ador'd, 

To our widoVd arms restor'd ; 

And all the joys which death did sever, 

Given to us again for ever i 

Who would cling to wretched life, 

And hug the poison'd thorn of strife. 

Who would not long from earth to fly, 

A sluggish senseless lump to lie^ 

When the glorious prospect lies 

Full before his raptur'd eyes ? 
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MUSIC, 

Written between the Ages of Fourteen and Fifteen, with,, a few 

n^taeqaent trerbal Alterations. 

Music, all powerfiil o'et tb^ human mind. 
Can still each mental storm, each tumult calm. 

Sooth anxious Care on sleepless couob jfeclin'd. 
And e'en fierce Anger's foriouft rage dkami. 

At her command the various pasfldona He ; 

S3ie fldrs to battle^ or ahe ItiUs to peace, 
Melts the charm'd sotl to tbriUing eostacy, 

And bids the jarring worldViiarsh danger ceiae^ 

Her martial sounds caa fidnting troops inspire 
With strength untronted, and enthustasnl raise. 

Infuse new ardour, add with ydlitfaful fire 

Urge on the warrior gtej with kngth of days* 

Far better she when with her soothing lyre 

She charms the fiddhioB firott the ttfnkge graspv 
And melting into pity tengefiftt Ire^ 

Looses the Uoo^ bkreast-ptate's ir^n clasps 

With her in pensive meiod I lofig to roflnt^ 
At midnight's hour, or ereain^B eAm d^eiin^ 

And thoughtful o'er the falling streamlet's foam. 
In calm Seclusion's hermit walks recline. 

12 



Whilst mellow sounds from distant copse arise^ 
Of softest flute or reeds harmonic join'd, 

With rapture thrill'd each worldly passion dies. 
And pleas'd Attention claims the passive mind. 

Soft through the dell the dying strains retire, 

Then burst majestic in the varied swell ; 
Now breathe melodious as the Grecian Ijnre, 

Or oti the ear in sinking cadence dwell* 

- » 

Romantic sounds ! such is the bliss ye give, 
That heaven's bright scenes seem bursting on the soul; 

With joy I'd yield each sensual wish, to live 
For ever 'neath your undefil'd controul. 

Oh surely melody from heaven was sent, 

To cheer the soul when tir'd with human strife, 

To sooth the wayward heart by sorrow rent. 
And soften down the ru^;^ road of life. 
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ODE 



TO THE HARVEST MOON. 



Cum ruit imbriferum ver : 



Spicea jam campis cum messb inhorruit, et cum 
Frumenta in viridi stipula lactenda turgent : 

Cuncta tibi Cererem pubes agrestis adoret 

VlftGIL* 



I 
Moon of Harvest, herald mild 

Of plenty, rustic labour's child, 

Hail ! oh bail, I greet thy beam, 

As soft it trembles o'er the stream, 

Asd gilds the straw-thatch'd hamlet wide, 

Where Innocence and Peace reside; 
'Tis thou that glad'st with joy the rustic throng, 
Promptest the tripping dance, th' exhilarating song. 

Moon of Harvest, I do love 

O'^r the uplands now to rove. 

While thy modest ray serene 

Gilds the wide surrounding scene ; 

And to watch thee riding high 

In the blue vault of the sky, 
Where no thin vapour intercepts thy ray. 
But in unclouded majesty thou walkest on thy way. 
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Pleasing 'tis, oh, modest Moon ! 
Now the Night is at her noon, 
'Neatb thy sway to musing lie, 
While around the zephyrs sigh, 
Fanning soft the sun-tann'd wheat, 
Ripen'd by the summer's heat; 
Picturing all the rustic's joy 
* When boundless plenty greets his eye, 

And thinking soon. 

Oh, modest Moon ! 
How many a female eye will roam 

Along the road. 

To see the load. 
The last dear load of harvest-home. 

Storms and tempests, floods and rains. 

Stem despoUers of the plains,^ 

Hence away, the season flee. 

Foes to light heart jollity; 

May no winds careering high 

Drive the clouds along the sky. 
But may all nature smile with aspect boon. 
When in the heavens thou shew'st thy &ce^ oh, Harvest 
Moon I 

'Neath yon lowly roof he Ues, 
The husbandman, with sleep-seal'd eyes; 
He dreams of crowded bams, and round 
The yard he hears the flail resound; 

TOL. I. B B 
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Oh ! may no hurricane destroy 

His visionary views of joy ! 
God of the Winds ! oh^ bear his humble pray'r, 
And while the moon of harvest shines, thy bluftfring 
whirlwind spare* 

Sons of luxury, to you 

Leave I Sleep's dull powV to wop :. 

Press ye still the downy bed, 

While fev'rish dreams smrround your head; 

I will seek the woodland glade, 

Penetrate the thickest shade, 

AjV^rapt in Contemplation's dreams. 

Musing high on holy themes. 

While on the gale 

Shall softly sail 
The nightingale's enchanting tune. 

And oft my eyes 

Shall grateful rise 
To thee, the modest Harvest Moon ! 
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SONG. 

WRITTEN AT THE AGE OF FOURTEEN. 

I- 

Softly, softly blow, ye breezes, 

Gendy o'er my Edwy fly ! 

Lo ! he sliunbers, dumbcnrs sweetly ; 

Softly, zephyrs, pass him by ! 

My love is asleep, 

He lies by the deep, 

All along where the 9ait waves sigh. 

IL 
I have covered him with rushes, 

Water-flags, and branches dry. 
Edwy, long have been thy slumbers ; 
Edwy, Edwy, ope thine eye ! 
My love is asleep. 
He lies by the deep, 
All along where the salt waves sigh. 

III. 
Still he sleeps ; he will not waken, 

Fastly closed is his eye; 
Paler is his cheek, and chiller 
Than the icy moon on high. 
Aiw ( he is dead, 
He has chose his death-bed 
Ml along where the salt waves sigh* 

B B 2 
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IV. 

Is it, is it so^ my Edwy ? 

Will thy dambers never fly ? 
Gmld'st thou think I would survive thee ? 
N09 my love, thou bid'st me die. 
Thou bid'st me seek 
Thy death-bed bleak 
All along where the salt waves sigh* 

V. 
I will gently kiss thy cold lips, 

On thy breast FU lay my head. 
And the winds shall shaM sing our death-dirge^ 
And our shroud the waters spread ; 
The moon will smile sweet. 
And the wild wave will beat,^ 
Oh ! so softly o'er our lonely bed^ 
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THE SHIPWRECKED SOLITARY'S SONG 

TP THE NIGHT. 

Thou, spirit of the spangled night ! 
I woo thee from the watch-tow'r high, 
Where thou dost sit to guide the bark 
Of lonely mariner. 

The winds are whistling o'er the wolds, 
The distant main is moaning low ; 
Come, let us sit and weave a song — - 
A melancholy song i 

Sweet is the scented gale of mom. 
And sweet the noontide's fervid beam. 
But sweeter far the solemn calm 

That marks thy mournful reign. 

I've pass'd here many a lonely year 
And never human voice have heardj 
I've pass'd here miaay a lonely year 
A solitary man. 

And I have lingei^'d in the shade, * 
From sultry noon's hot beam ; and I 
Have knelt before my wicker door, 

To sing my evening song. 

ID 



374 

t 

And I have hail'd the grey mom high^ 
On the blue mountain's misty brow, 
And try to tune my litt}e xetA 

To hymns of hatmotiy. 

• 
But never could I tune my reed, 
At mom, or noon, or eve, so sweet, 
As when upon the ocean shore 

I hail'd thy star-beam mild. 

The day-spring brings m>t joy to me, 
The moon it whispers not of peace; 
But oh ! when darkness robes the heaViM^ 
My woes are mix'd with joy. 

And then I talk, and often think 
Aerial vQices answer me ; 
And oh ! I am not then alone — 
^ solitary man. 

And when the blust'ring winter winds 
Howl in the woods that clothe my cave^ 
I lay me on my lonely mat. 

And pleasant are my dreams* 

And Fancy gives me back my wife ; 
And Fancy gives me back my child ; 
She gives me back my little home^ 
And all its placid joys. 

IX 
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Then hstefiil i& the morning hour, 
That calls me from the dream of bliss, 
To find myself still lone, and hear 

The same dull sounds again. 

The deep-ton'd wihds, the moaning sea, 
The whisp'ring of the boding trees, 
The brook's eternal flow, and oft 

The Condor's hollow scream. 
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SONNET. 



Swf ET to the gay of heart is Summer's smiley 
Sweet the wild music of the laughing Spring; 

But ah ! ray soul &r other scenes beguile^ 
^ Where gloomy storms their sullen shadows flings 

Jslt for me to strike the Idalian string — 
Raise the soft music of the warbling wire. 

While in my ears the howls of fitiries ring, 
And melancholy wastes the vital fire ? 
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Away with thoughts like these -» To some lone cave 
Where howls the shrill blast, and where sweeps the wave^ 

Direct my steps ; there, in the lonely drear, 
I'll sit remote from worldlynoise, and muse 
mi through my soul shall Peace her balm infuse 

And whisper sounds of comfort in mine ear« 



END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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